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| ACTION 


‘You know why you’re here, 
Judy?’ 

‘Not really, sir...’ 

‘I don’t think that’s true, Judy,’ 
he said. ‘This matter has been 
discussed many time before. Your 
spelling. Something positive has to 
be done about it.’ 

‘I've tried, sir...honestly. Mrs 
Stokes and I have been working...’ 

John Barnard held up his hand. 
‘The time for talking has passed,’ he 
said. ‘We must now have action. The 
School wants it...and so do your 
parents. If we don’t take action now, 
your academic career will be in 
ruins.’ He handed the letter from 
Judy’s parents across. 

There was a long silence. Then 
several gasps. Those glistening 
green-blue eyes slowly came up to 
him. ‘It...it can’t be true,’ she 
whispered. 

‘Perhaps you would like to 
contact your mother and father,’ said 
John easily. He watched the girl 
closely. It was soon obvious she 
realised the futility of that 
suggestion. Her parents were far 
more keen on her succeeding than 
she was herself. 

‘I'll never forgive them,’ she said 
in a small voice. 

‘In time you will,’ opined John. 
‘Believe me. In any event, Judy, this 
is a course that must be tried. You 
won't like it. No, not one little bit. 
But it must be tried. Do you 
understand what is going to happen 
from now on?’ 

“N-no...no...sir...’ 

‘I think you do,’ he said, trying to 
stay calm; and sound it. ‘From now 
on, Judy, you are going to be 
punished when you make stupid 
spelling errors. That may make you 
activate your mind a great deal more 
than Mrs Stokes’ admonishments,’ 
or mine.” 

He saw her looking frightened. 
Very frightened. As well she might. 
“W-what do you...m-mean, 
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nothing on those lines will take 
place. Say yes, and I think I can 
guarantee results. I say this because 
I have had to deal with two similar 
cases over the last two years. I was 
successful in both of them. Please let 
me have your views.” 

By return, a letter winged its way 
back to John Barnard. 

*It certainly is drastic action but, 
if you think it will get results, please 
proceed. Tell Judy you have our 
permission to chastise her if she 
does not make rapid improvement in 
her spelling.’ - 

John folded the letter and placed 
it in his pocket with a sigh of 
satisfaction. He recalled that he had 
used the word ‘reluctantly’ in his 
letter to the parents. In all honesty, 
he had to admit to himself he hadn’t 
been exactly stating the truth. For, 
on the previous two occasions when 
special measures had seemed to be 
called for, he had found himself far 
from reluctant to apply them! How- 
ever, white lies were sometimes 
necessary. To reassure his 
conscience, he told himself again 
that Judy would benefit in the long 
run. Why, one day, with her B.A., 
she might even come and thank him! 

That day was, however, some 
way off. Meanwhile he would have to 
go and see the head and tell him 
what was afoot. He was sure he 
would encounter no difficulties 
there. 


She stood behind the small desk; 
it was rather like a lectern. Blue-grey 
skirt with split-pleat at the front, 
light grey pullover over skirt, and 
school tie; white socks and strapped 
shoes. Very conventional. Very 
charming thought Old Barney. Her 
hair was short and bunchy, quite 
curly; eyes blue. The tension in her 
was very evident and she looked at 
him with wide, glistening eyes. 


Spelling had always been her 
weakness. Judy Drake knew it and 
admitted it. The trouble was, now 
that she was coming up to her ‘A’s’, 
it was getting serious. It was 
pointless to be good at History, 
Geography and English Lit. if your 
exam papers were full of spelling 
mistakes. Mrs Stokes, her form 
mistress had pointed this out time 
and time again; Mr Barnard, the 
assistant head emphasised it, in no 
uncertain fashion. Then her parents 
had joined in. They had begun to 
realise that, after an expensive 
education at her public school 
(Boarding), their daughter may well 
fail the first step on the ladder to 
University. And they had set their 
heart on her getting her degree. 
They knew she was a bright girl... 
but there was just this ‘blind spot’ 
about spelling. 

Letters flew to and fro between 
the assistant head and themselves. 
They emphasised the importance of 
something being done about it and 
Mr Barnard agreed. The girls 
referred to him as ‘Old Barney,’ but 
in fact he was no more than in his 
mid-thirties. One or two of the more 


senior girls declared openly that they” 


quite fancied him. 

Mrs Stokes gave Judy special 
tuition but still things did not 
improve. Finally the assistant head 
wrote to her parents, more or less in 
desperation. ‘I have come to the 
conclusion,’ he stated, ‘that the only 
way to solve this problem is to take 
drastic action. By that, I mean your 
daughter should get a shock. A 
physical one. That may jerk her out 
of this mental block which is so 
seriously impeding her education. It 
will be unpleasant for her but for her 
benefit in the long run. What I 
propose, reluctantly, is corporal 
punishment for repeated spelling 
failures. 

Of course, I must have your 
approval for this. If you say no, 


sir...exactly?” What a pathetically 
young voice it was! Quite 
enchanting. 

‘Not to put too fine a point on it, 
Judy,’ said Old Barney, ‘if you do 
not very rapidly improve, I shall cane 
you.” 

A great heaving gasp. ‘C-cane 
me! Oh...no...no...000...’ 

‘Oh yes, Judy. And don’t forget, 
not only does the school approve of 
these measures, but your parents 
also...” 

“Uuugh...it’s s-so...awful...’ 

‘Maybe, but sometimes in life, 
drastic measures have to be taken. 
Now, can we get on?’ John seated 
himself on a chair some way in front 
of the lectern-desk. On it lay a large 
volume. ‘The book on the desk has 
been specially prepared for you,’ he 
said. ‘In a way, it has been designed 
to make things easier for you. But 
also to help you spell correctly. Each 
page contains 20 words with 
definitions. You have to read the 
word, and its definition, and tell me 
if that word is spelt correctly. That's 
easier than being asked to spell a 
word, isn’t it?’ 

‘I s-suppose os, sir...’ 

‘Of course it is!’ He was sharp. 
Important to be fully in control from 
the start. ‘Now, I have to tell you, 
Judy, that for every mistake you 
make, you will receive one stroke of 
the cane...’ A horrified gasp. ‘...1 
think that knowledge may help you 
to concentrate your mind quite 
remarkably!’ 

*Oh...oooh...sir...please you 
know how b-bad I am at this..." 

‘Precisely Judy. That is why we 
are having to take these measures. 
Now, open the book at page 10...and 
read the word and its definition. 
Then tell me if the spelling is 
correct.” 

The girl was gulping. She had 
gone quite pale. Quite a test of nerve 
was in front of her. On the other 
hand, if she did not know, there was 
always an even money answer on 
every word. Really, thought John, he 
was making things quite easy. for 
her. But she was sure to make some 
mistakes! 

Slowly and laboriously, Judy 
worked her way through page 10. He 
could see her brain working 
overtime. Never before, quite 
obviously, had she concentrated so 
hard on her spelling...which showed 
how powerful the threat of punish- 
ment was. John marked each answer 
with a tick or a cross, but made no 
comment. As far as the girl was 
concerned, she could have been 
right or wrong. As she reached the 
end of the page, her nervousness 
increased, and he saw she was 
almost in tears. She looked up at 
him, running hands through her 
hair. 

*H-how have...have I d-done... 
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tell you to keep your hands on the 
desk?’ he snapped. 

‘O-oooh...Ic-can’t...it hurts so!’ 

‘If Mrs Stokes were here, she’d 
hold your hands on the table.’ 

*No...oo...oh...no..0000!” 
Quickly the hands were replaced. 
That idea was not at all pleasing! 

Number three fell a little lower 
and, although she squirmed left and 
right with pain, Judy managed to 
keep her hands in position. John 
nodded with satisfaction. Some girls 
learnt quite quickly. 

The squeals grew louder and the 
squirming became more frantic as 
John laid on the remaining three 
strokes, leaving a goodish interval in 
between. He was, to be honest, quite 
pleased with the way Judy was 
taking her punishment. She seemed 
to have more spirit and guts than he 
had assumed at the outset. After all, 
she was still very young...and the 
whole thing must have come as a 
dreadful shock to her. Having to 
bare her bottom in front of a man! 
Then enduring the pain of a cane for 
the first time! 

‘You may stand up, Judy,’ he 
said, looking at the light weals with 
satisfaction. He reckoned he had 
judged things to a nicety. ‘I am now 
going to leave you for half an hour. 
To think things over. You will keep 
your knickers where they are. And 
your skirt up. That will act as a 
potent reminder for what is still to 
come. Seven more strokes...” 

‘Oh please, sir...pleeee...eease 
...let me off those...this first time... 
ooohhh...pleease!’ How appealing 
she was! Such a sweet girl. 

John shook his head sorrowfully. 
‘That would never do, Judy,’ he 
said. ‘If I went easy on you whenever 
you asked, you’d never learn.’ And, 
with that, he strolled from the room, 
locking the door behind him. 

I must get out of this awful room. 
That cane is too awful...I just can't 
stand any more. Oh how it bites and 
stings! And he says he’s going to 
give me seven more. Oh Mummy... 
how could you let them do these 
awful things to me! How could you 
shame me so? Did you know I was 
going to have to take my knickers 
down...and be caned by the assistant 
head? A man! It’s too utterly 
shaming! How could you? How could 
you? 

I must get out. I must run away. 
But how can I get out? And if I did, 
where would I run to? They would 
only catch me. Then I'd get a worse 
caning. Oh, is there no one who can 
help me? 

I think I’ll drop my skirt, pull my 
knickers up. It feels so indecent with 
them down around my thighs like 
this. But supposing he came back 
unexpectedly? Perhaps he’d be 
angry. Perhaps he’d cane me even 


was trembling. 

‘O-ohh...it’s so unfair...” she 
wailed. 

‘It’s not unfair. It’s to teach you 
Now, Judy, go to that cupboard and 
bring me what you find there.’ There 
was another gasp of dismay as the 
cupboard was opened; then, mouth 
quivering she came across the room 
bearing the cane across the palms of 
her hands. She handed it to him, 
stepped back, and held out both 
palms upwards. ‘Oh no, Judy,’ he 
said, ‘you don’t get it there, you get 
it over your bottom.’ 

“No...000!” 

‘Yes, you must,’ he said gravely. 
‘Don’t forget what I said about Mrs 
Stokes. If I have to send for her, it 
will mean extra strokes.’ He saw her 
flinch at that. Then he watched her 
move and place the cane across the 
desk...and slowly lift her skirt to 
reveal a pair of green serge school 
knickers. Her bottom, he saw, was 
well-formed for a girl of sixteen. He 
stood up. ‘Now push your knickers 
down,’ he ordered firmly. 


“Oh...s-sir...no...please...” 
‘Just do it, Judy. I won’t warn 
you again!’ 


She had begun to sob. Then, as 
she reluctantly pushed her knickers 
down to her thigh-tops, he walked 
across and picked up the cane. 
“Since you are new to this, Judy,’ he 
said, ‘I am going to make things 
easier for you. But that won't 
necessarily always be the case. On 
this occasion, I am going to give you 
your punishment in two parts. Six 
strokes now...and a further seven 
strokes in half an hour’s time.’ 

There was a long sobbing groan. 
It wasn’t exactly one of relief; merely 
one of dread. 

‘Bend forward...” She bent 
slightly, looking back up at him in 
terror as he raised the cane. ‘Bend 
more than that, Judy. And I think it 
would be best if you placed the 
hands on the desk.’ Sobbing 
incessantly now, the girl obeyed. 

‘S-sir...mmfff...mfff...not h-hard 
...please!’ The girlish nates were 
twitching with dread. In fact, John 
did not intend to be too hard on her. 
Even a light caning, at this stage, 
would be painful enough. Later, if 
there was still no improvement, he 
could take sterner measures. 

He gave her a wristy cut across 
the centre of her bottom. There was 
a breathless squeal and a hand flew 
back. ‘Keep your hands on the 
desk!’ he rapped out. 

‘P-please, please...oh that hurt!” 
hurt!” 

John regarded the light pink weal 
he had raised. Nothing too serious. 
Still, as he had reckoned, Judy had 
found it quite adequately painful. He 
laid on the second, a little higher, 
and got similar reactions. ‘Didn’t I 


sir?’ He could see she was taut as a 
bowstring as she awaited his 
answer. 

‘Not bad, Judy. But remember, I 
have started you on an easy page. 
You got only three wrong...’ 

‘Oooohhh...threee!” It was an 
anguished cry. It seemed that even 
three strokes of the cane was too 
much to bear! 

‘Now, Judy, we will take on 
something more difficult. Turn to 
page 20, please...and concentrate 
your mind even harder. Don’t ever 
forget what awaits a mistake. That 
may help you.’ 

She looked at him with a mixture 
of horror and pleading. How aware 
she was that there would be even 
more mistakes this time! Unless, of 
course, she could activate that quite 
able brain of hers. That was the 
object of this exercise. So the 
assistant head told himself, anyway. 

Breasts heaving under her grey 
pullover, Judy turned to page 20. 
Her mounting distress was evident. 
Already she had earned herself three 
strokes of the cane; how many more 
might she earn this time? It was a 
quite petrifying prospect. She looked 
at the page and almost burst into 
tears. Most of the words were twice 
as long as those on page 10. Oh it 
was so unfair! He was deliberately 
trying to make it too difficult for her! 
So unfair! 

All the same, with a sudden and 
frightening clarity, Judy realised she 
must concentrate her mind as never 
before. Far more than she did at 
History, Geography or English Lit. 

In short, without realising it, she 
was being educated. Albeit, in a 
subject which did not come naturally 
to her. The most unpleasing kind of 
education of all! 

Even more slowly she went 
through the page, while the assistant 
head looked on impassively. Steadily 
the mistakes mounted, until by the 
end of the page, Judy had got half 
her spellings wrong. 

‘Ten mistakes, Judy’ he said, 
feeling a pulse of pleasure beginning 
to beat inside him. Horror filled the 
young face. 

*Oh...that can’t be true!” 

‘I’m afraid it is, Judy. That 
makes thirteen strokes in all.’ A very 
unlucky number for her, he thought. 
‘A bad start, indeed. But, in time, I 
know you'll improve.’ Yes, he said to 
himself, the cane is a great 
improver. 

‘Oh no...not thirteen...oh no...!” 

‘That’s it Judy. Now let's be 
sensible about this. Otherwise you’ll 
only make matters worse for 
yourself. If necessary I can call in 
Mrs Stokes to assist me.’ He saw at 
once that the fact that force could be 
used, if it were required, was not lost 
upon the girl. She had gone pale and 
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harder. No, I daren’t risk it. I shall 
have to put up with the awful 
humiliation of it. Thank goodness no 
one can see me. None of my friends 
Do they know about this, I wonder? I 
bet word will get around. Then it will 
be even more shaming 

Oh how hot those weals feel 
against my cool palm! How they 
sting! I cannot believe I still have 
seven more to come. What a cruel 
way it is to eradicate a girl’s only 
weakness. I’ll never forgive them. 
Never! 

John unlocked the door and 
opened it swiftly. The girl swung 
round. He saw the neatly trimmed 
pubic mound she faced him 
briefly. Then, colour flooding her 
cheeks, she swung back again, to 
show him her lightly striped bottom 
He was most gratified she had 
continued to obey him, even in his 
absence. It showed that, already, he 
was gaining mastery over her. That 
was important under the 
circumstances. For it was evident 
that these special measures would 
be going on for some time. 

‘Back over the desk, Judy,’ he 
ordered. He intended to start laying 
on rather harder. Over her shoulder, 
she looked at him imploringly, but 
said nothing. She must have 
realised, from the harsh look on his 
features, it would have been useless 

With a dry sob, she bent, hands 
going down on the desk, bottom 
curving, nates flinching and 
quivering. Oh...sir...s-sir...' she 
whined 

‘Seven more to come, Judy,’ he 
said relentlessly. The girl had to 
learn, didn’t she? That’s what every- 
body wanted, wasn't it? This was no 
time for weakness; for sympathy 
John cracked down the cane consid- 
erably harder across the bare behind 
presented to him 

There was an anguished gasping- 
shriek...and Judy writhed almost to 
her knees on the floor, hands 
clasping to a far brighter weal. ‘No.. 
aaagh....no...o00...l can't stand any 
more...I can't!” 

John looked at her grimly, as she 
knelt there. She’d really felt that one 
alright. ‘Back over that desk, Judy,” 
he said firmly. 

*No...no...000...l can't...oooh!” 

“P'll give you one more chance. 
Get up...and bend over again...’ 

‘Ooooh...I just can't...ooh...l 
won't!” She was in utter despaii 
half-hysterical. By no means as 
tough as he had begun to assume. 

The assistant head shrugged. 
‘Very well,’ he said. So it would have 
to be Mrs Stokes after all. No bad 
thing, really. He could give it to her 
good and hard, he thought, as he 
walked to the house-phone. 

The question was, should he give 
her any extra, while he was about it? 


that, child?’ 

“Yes Father...’ 

‘And accept?’ 

‘Yes, Father...’ A whisper so low as to be almost 
inaudible. 

Those spots of colour on the cheekbones were 
brighter now; a pale tonsor was shiny under the sun- 
light. ‘Prepare yourself, Kate. | shall seek and gather 
the means of your repentance.’ 

Through the rustling green ferns he went, fronds 
brushing against and clinging to his brown cassock. 
Once, such garments had been commonly worn, now 
they had become the perogative of the clergy. All the 
same, it was not illegal to wear such a garment. It 
simply helped to back up an authority Gabriel Flynn 
now no longer possessed. In a religious sense. 

Not that he abused that pseudo-authority. He did 
not officiate at the Sacrament or marry people. Nor was 
it a crime to take a confession. People confessed to 
someone or other every day. When they confessed to 
him he gave them an absolution which did not have a 
divine backing. All the same, it made them feel better. 
Wasn't that what it was largely all about? 

After all, confession was only an earlier form of 
psycho-analysis. 

Did that do any good either, wondered Gabriel 
Flynn as he studied one of the numerous silver birch 
trees. He snapped off some of the more convenient 
branches and fashioned a moderately-sized-birch rod. 
He bound the slim branches together at the handle with 
a handkerchief. It was not very professional, but it was 
adequate. A mess of slim, whippy little twigs splayed 
out in all directions. Some would break and fall at 
impact; the majority would remain. They were young 
enough. 

Like their recipient, reflected Gabriel Flynn. 

Parts of her present being would break and fall. But 
she would remain. 

Gabriel pushed his way back through the bending 
ferns. Into the clearing. Kate had prepared herself, as 
instructed. She still knelt, but now she knelt on hands 
and knees. Her white dress had been pulled up high 
around her waist, a pair of loose, practically-made 
knickers had been pushed down to her knees. 
Exquisitely young naked hindquarters gleamed softly 
in the sunlight. Like two white melons placed side by 
side, thought Gabriel. Divided by an under-curving 
down-filled valley. So provocative. Yet unknowingly so, 
on account of the girl’s innocence, reflected Gabriel. 

As his feet crunched on last Autumn's twigs, 
Gabriel saw milky-white flesh give a sudden twitch of 
apprehension. Well it might, he thought. 

Penance should never be too easily earned. 

He stood behind the quiescently submissive girl. 
Once again that solitary bird piped its double note. 
Another warning? But of what? There was no danger. 
Gabriel studied the delicate charms so openly displayed 
to him, with gratitude, mingled, he had reluctantly to 
admit, with lust. It could not be helped. it was as 
natural as Kate’s own private sin. And, later, he would 
self-flagellate to absolve that lust. He too would pay 
penance. 

‘Are you ready to suffer for your sins, Kate?’ 
Gabriel's voice had retained that unctious lilting quality 
so often affected by the clergy. 

“Y-yes...Father..." Once again that milky-white 
flesh twitched. It was almost a pity, thought Gabriel, to 
tarnish its beauty with those slashing twigs. Yet it had 


DOING PENANCE 


The young silver birch trees hissed softly in the 
gentle summer afternoon breeze. It was the only sound 
— apart from the murmuring of the girl on her knees. 
She wore white, as she had been instructed. The glade 
was warm; even the birds were silent at that hour of 
day. 

Gabriel Flynn liked silver birch trees. A prime 
source of disciplian throughout the ages. It’s raw 
material. Green, supple twigs. Biting twigs. Reforming 
twigs. 

The girl continued to kneel on a mossy patch 
between exposed tree roots. Tall green fern leaves 
screened them from the world beyond. Here, in that 
warm glade, was a little world of its own. One created 
by Gabriel Flynn. 

‘Have you made your confession, Kate?’ 

‘Yes, Father...’ A whisper. 

Gabriel Flynn's thin lips twitched. ‘Father.’ Ah 
yes...once. Now no longer: Unfrocked. In her 
innocence, the girl knew it not. Yet Gabriel still knew 
the words and ways of fatherhood. 

‘And you have sinned, Kate?’ 


“Yes, Father.’ 

‘Grievously?’ 

A silence. Two clear, piping notes came from a 
solitary bird. A warning? ‘I...1 think so, Father.’ 


‘Do you wish to tell me about it, Kate?’ 

Another silence. Softly the surrounding trees 
continued to hiss. ‘I......a pause. “No...Father...” 

Gabriel Flynn nodded. His rather 
cadaverous features were pale; his greying hair was 
tonsured. Carefully maintained by shaving. Like vest- 
ments, like incense, it embalmed, in some little way, 
the authority of the church. 

‘| realise, my child,’ said Gabriel Flynn, ‘at these 
meetings — these very private meetings of ours — 
there is no confessional box. But you need hold nothing 
back. There is nothing to fear. You know that?’ 

‘Yes, Father..." Whispering again. 

‘Nothing to fear but an unrepentant conscience. 
And guilt. You have nothing to tell me now?’ 

A russety-brown head of short hair shook. ‘N-no, 
Father...’ 

Gabriel Flynn nodded again. It was understandable. 
This girl was on the brink of womanhood. Sixteen? 
Possibly. Innocent? Certainly. 

‘It isa sin of the flesh then, Kate?’ A little shiver; a 
catch of the breath. But no reply. “Your silence betrays 
you, child.’ Gabriel Flynn's tone was solemn and low in 
pitch — more approppriate to a Lady’s Chapel than a 
green glade flickering with sunlight. 

Was that a sob, he heard? Yes, those young, 

* delicately-rounded shoulders were heaving just fract- 
ionally. 

*F-forgive me...Father...’ 

Gabriel Flynn looked mournful. Ah, if only | could, 
he thought. Yet in truth, there was nothing to forgive. 
Nature needed no forgiveness. It was driven by blind, 
irresistible forces. In any event, he had sinned too 
much himself for genuine forgiveness to be possible. 
‘To forgive, child,’ he said, ‘I must know the sin.” 

Another silence; another sob. ۰۱.۱ cannot, 
Father...’ 

The thin lips twitched again, but now rather 
differently. Two spots of colour appeared on high 
cheekbones. ‘If you cannot bring yourself to confess 
openly, Kate, you must make penance. That is the only 
other way your sin can be absolved. You understand 
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‘Oww...owww...oh lord...dear lord...h-help me!’ 

It was the first true cry of pain, the first plea, which 
had been drawn from the kneeling girl. Gabriel Flynn 
looked down, almost sadly, it seemed. For sins of the 
flesh, she had to be made to suffer. Otherwise, penance 
was pointless. 

“You are not welcoming, “said Gabriel gravely. 

“Ohh...ohh...it is so h-hard...’ 

‘Yes,’ agreed Gabriel, ‘penance is never easy. Nor 
should it be.” He watched with almost moral 
satisfaction as the young bottom came pushing up 
higher once more. This young girl was an excellent 
subject. He just wondered how long he would retain her 
trust and confidence. 

Ssslllaaa...aaaasshhh!! 

The splaying twigs fell across both buttock cheeks 
simultaneously. Those pain-racked melons bounced 
and juddered violently as the girl gasped breathlessly. 
‘O-ohh...please...please...no more...” 

‘Three more, Kate. Your sins were grievous. Due 
penalty must be paid.’ 

*P-plee....eeease...' The bottom half twisting away, 


_ the head turning. 


Ssslllaaaa....aaaaahhhh!! 

Again, fully over both rounded buttock cheeks. The 
tracery of biting twigs now more red than pink. Pale 
little hands flew back and clasped squirming cheeks. 

‘O-ohhh...no...000...1 can’t oh...1 2 

‘You must Kate, for the good of your soul.’ 
Unctuously holy in tone; utterly hypocritical in essense. 
Yet Gabriel Flynn was not aware of either. His being 
was concentrated on a young girl who had erred in her 
ways. His eyes, however, were concentrated on her 
thin-striped bottom cheeks...and what nestled 
between. 

‘1...1 b-beg you, Father...” 

Gabriel looked sad again, though there was an 
unholy glow in his pale, blue-grey eyes. ‘I wish | could 
show you mercy, child, but you must pay true penance.’ 

The penultimate stroke fell...on an uninviting 
bottom which flinched and twisted in apprehensive 
dread. The girl squealed, clasping herself again. In the 
silence which followed, the whispering of the birch 
trees seemed louder. A small cloud passed over the 


+ sun. 


‘One more, Kate. And | must insist upon the proper 
posture.’ ” 
Sobbing. Nails clawing into damp moss. Nates 
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to be done. Ah yes, it hadto be done. 

‘Pray that you will find strength enough not to 
repeat this particular sin.’ 

‘Yes, Father... will pray...’ 

Gabriel Flynn lashed the thin twigs lightly across 
the exposed flesh. It looked as soft as that of an infant- 
child. Instantly, a vein-like pale pink tracery spread 
wide — mainly over the right buttock cheek. Kate 
gasped and her head jerked back and up; her bottom 
twisted and then returned to its former position. | 
wonder, Gabriel asked himself, how she would react if | 
laid on really hard? She would probably leap and run 
like a startled faun, never to return. He didn‘t want 
that. Yet, one day, he might do it. To terminate a 
uniquely intimate relationship between youth and age. 
To set her free at last. But not yet. No, not yet. 

Gabriel Flynn angled the birch twigs so that they 
fell mainly over the left buttock cheek. A similar pink 
tracery patterned its way over the delicate baby-flesh. 

*A-ah...a-ah...a-aah...” Tiny urgent gasps. Not 
cries, not screams. Rather were they acknowledgments 
of pain deserved. Pain for sins committed. At least, so 
it seemed to Gabriel Flynn. He looked down in content- 
ment. 

“Your posture is not as it should be, child,’ he said 
gently. ‘It is not welcoming the penance you deserve. 
We have. discussed this before. To obtain true 
absolution, you must welcome your retribution.’ 

‘Y-yes...Father...’ 

Those two side-by-side white melons came 
thrusting higher, curving more tautly. The succulent 
valley between them widened. Coral-pink lips pouted 
innocently. Gabriel Flynn sighed and flicked an insect 
from his damp brow. That brown cassock was 
infernally hot, but his status and dignity had to be 
maintained. Shirt-sleeves would have seemed almost 
sacreligious for such an act of penance. 

‘That is better, my child,’ he said as gently as when 
he had admonished her. ‘Excellent...excellent...| can 
see you are truly contrite.’ 

The multiple twigs slashed down again, a little 
harder this time. The girl gasped more loudly, twisting 
left-right, left-right. The pink tracery deepened in hue. 
When the flesh is drawn tighter the twigs are more 
efficacious, said Gabriel inwardly. He must not be too 
severe with this delicate creature. Nor too gentle either. 

The twigs so green and fresh, fell a fourth time, 
enveloping and biting into the left buttock cheek. 


regularly to ‘confess.’ About once a month. Sometimes 
twice. ‘Is it — yet again — a sin of the flesh, Kate?’ 

‘Yes, Father.’ Another nod. Gabriel Flynn had no 
need to go and gather his birch twigs, for already in his 
right hand, he held a slim willow cane. It was a 
corrective implement more convenient at that time of 
year. 

‘Prepare yourself, my child.’ 

Without demure, a grey school skirt was raised and 
a pair of grey school knickers lowered. Kate’s young- 
swelling bottom needed no sunlight to enhance it. 
Indeed, it almost seemed to have an illumination of its 
own. Gabriel Flynn contemplated it long and thought- 
fully...before laying a dozen light, wristy strokes across 
it. Kate gasped and wrigled but the pain was minimal 
compared with the slashing sweep of a birch. Through- 
out, the girl remained kneeling on the prayer stool 
placed ready for her, palms flat on the grubby plank 
floor. It was a posture which raised her hindquarters to 
the highest pitch of provocation. 

Afterwards, Gabriel again contemplated those 
subtly seductive curves for a considerable time. In 
silence. The slim pale-pink weals were scarcely visible 
in that poor light. This was an important evening. An 
evening of significance. On its own level, equivelant to 
a Saint’s day in the Church’s calendar. 

“You wish the benison of the Wand of St Gabriel, 
child?’ 

‘Yes, Father...’ 

Gabriel Flynn stirred slightly. A rather over-sized 
Adam's apple rose and fell abruptly. ‘Tonight, my 
child,’ he said, ‘there is a new Wand of St Gabriel. Not 
only new...but more beneficial.’ 

*1...Lam to receive it, Father?’ 

‘You are, my child...” The brown cassock of 
summertime had been replaced by a grey one. Both 
were equally simple to raise. It was rather like wearing 
an old-fashioned nightgown. 

Rigid tumescence. 

Gaunt features tense. 

Lips stretched and a little parted, showing yellowing 
teeth. 

‘Fear not, my child. This new Wand of St Gabriel 
may hurt justa litle. At first. You understand?’ 

‘Have no fear, Kate...’ 

Grey eyes hot now. Sweat beading pale skin. 
Breathing faster. 

‘It will bring me benison, Father?’ 

‘Oh yes, Kate...it will...it will!” 

Gabriel Flynn thrust. 

The cry which followed was short and sharp...but 
followed by a sigh of satisfaction. 

For Gabriel Flynn the silky, tight-clinging sensation 
was possibly comperable only with that peace which 
passeth all understanding! 


* * * * * 


*You wish to continue to pay penance for your sins, 
Kate?” 

‘Yes, Father.’ An elfin face glowed pink, blue-green 
eyes were bright and petal-lips a little parted. ‘I feel | 
must.’ 

‘Confession and penance are good for the soul, my 
child.’ 

‘Yes, Father.’ 

‘And there is reward and comfort for such cleansing 
of the conscience. The Wand...’ 

‘The n-new Wand...it brings great comfort, Father.’ 

‘Aahh...’ Smug lechery. A brief exquisite visit of 
the immediate future. ‘So you will return here when, 
my child?’ 

‘Next week, Father.’ No hesitation. Complete faith. 

‘| shall be waiting, Kate...” 


clenching as they came higher. So reluctantly higher. 

Sslllaaa...aaaassshhhhh!! 

Ahh...there it was! Penance had been done...and 
young Kate was sobbing unrestrainedly now, her hands 
pressing and pressing. Head down in the soft, loamy 
earth. 

“You regret your sins, my child?’ 

‘Yes...aahh...yes, Father...’ 

‘But now you may forget them, Kate. | give you 
absolution. Because you have paid fully for them.’ 

‘Th-thank you...oh thank you, Father.’ 

The gaunt-faced figure in a brown cassock looked 
down with condescending satisfaction. A girl had 
sinned...had obliquely confessed...and directly 
suffered. It was as it should be. A kind of divine justice 
had been done...and been seen to be done. 

Slowly the girl’s sobs quietened. She remained 
bending, still on all fours. Her reddened, twig- 
tormented hindquarters seemed thrust up even higher 
than they had been before. Gabriel Flynn smiled 
faintly. The red spots on his high cheekbones had, if 
anything, intensified. 

it your wish, Kate, to receive the benison of the‏ وا 
Wand of St Gabriel after whom, as you know, | was‏ 
named?’‏ 

‘Yes...it is, Father.’ An eager little voice, like that 
of a child who has been invited to have an extra slice of 
chocolate cake. 

‘As you are also aware, Kate, it is permitted after 
penance.’ 

*Yes...yes, Father...’ 

Once more the clerical, ponificating smile of self- 
satisfaction. Of assumed rightiousness. The honest 
belief that good comes out of evil. And vice versa. 

‘Very well, Kate. So be it. Request the Wand, my 
child...’ 

‘| beg to receive the healing benison of the Wand of 
St Gabriel,’ said the girl, with a note of tension in her 
voice. 

‘It will be granted to you, my child.’ 

Gabriel Flynn knelt, feeling the warmth of soft earth 
under his kneecaps. Right before him was the 
red-veined pattern left by the birch-twigs...covering 
the softest girl-flesh imaginable. Twin globes gave a 
sudden quiver; the girl sighed expectantly. 

The Wand was advanced. 

‘Oohhh...ahhh...St Gabriel...ooohhh...you make 
me f-feel...as...as if | am approaching the Gates of 
Heaven itself...’ 

Gabriel Flynn smiled indulgently. ‘In a way, my 
child, you are. Yes...yes...in a way you are.” 

It was not very long before one could well have 
gathered that the Gates of Heaven had actually opened! 


* * * * * 


Summer passed, Autumn came. In the glade, the 
young leaves of the silver birches had grown old and 
fallen. Thin twigs stood harshly bare, now more 
threatening in appearance. 

Gabriel Flynn no longer had any need of the glade. 
For his ‘confessions’, he now used one of the smaller 
rooms of a WI meeting house, built of wood with a 
corrugated iron roof, on the edge of the churchyard. 
Here it was that the laity occasionally took coffee and 
biscuits (maybe even a glass of medium sherry) after 
morning service. This seedy construction, which was 
damp and beginning to rot, also housed extra chairs, 
piles of dusty humn books, a motor mower, spades and 
a heap of seemingly useless odds and ends. Gabriel 
liked the musty, mouldering atmosphere of the place. 

‘Have you sinned, Kate?’ 

“Yes, Father...” 

A nod of understanding. The girl still came 
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do such a thing in this house?’ 

Mandy had collapsed in horror 
and confusion. Utterly shamed; 
completely dismayed. She 
recognised the voice. It was one of 
the churchwardens. She crouched 
forward on the bench, wishing the 
floor would open up and swallow 
her. How could she ever live this 
down? 

‘I am responsible for the running 
of this church,’ he continued, now 
| standing before her. She dare not 
even raise her eyes to him, such was 
her shame. To be caught out...by a 


man! ‘I am even responsible for 
choosing the vicar, with my 
colleague. My position — and my 
influence — is by no means unim- 


portant. Do you understand that?’ 

‘Yes...’ she managed to whisper. 

‘How would you like to appear 
before the Parish Church Council for 
this disgraceful behaviour?’ 

‘No...oooo!’ It was almost .a 
shriek. Mandy’s Aunt was on the 
Council. It was intolerable that any 
of her family should know she 
indulged in such wicked practises. 

‘I think it is only my duty to 
inform them. And have you expelled 
from the choir.’ 

‘No...noooo...0000 please...” 

“Your name is Mandy Price, isn’t 
it?’ 

“Yes...yes...that’s right...” For 
the first time, she managed to raise 
her head and looked at him. He was 
in his thirties, bearded. She knew he 
was married and his name was 
Bernard Faulkner. His eyes had a 
strange glint in them. ‘P-please... 
please...don’t say anything...to any- 
one,’ she begged. 

He shook his head. ‘Things 
aren’t as simple as that, Mandy,’ he 
said. ‘I have responsibilities. To the 
church. And to my conscience.’ 

Mandy began to cry softly. The 
thought of the awful disgrace and 
unbelieveable humiliation likely to 
ensue was almost unbearable. ‘I... 
abh...I’m...aahh...mmmfff...mmf... 
s-sorry...’ she managed to say. ‘I... 
promise not to do it...it again... 
ever...’ 

He was looking down on her, 
smiling faintly. “That's easy to say.’ 

‘I mean it...I do...oh I do!’ 
Mandy would have said anything, 
promised anything in that moment. 

Then she suddenly realised he 
had sat down beside her. ‘Perhaps 
something can be arranged, 
Mandy, he said softly. ‘A kind of 
penance. Mortification, the Church 
used to call it.’ 

She didn’t know what he was 
talking about, but her heart leapt at 
the suggested opportunity to escape 
from the consequences of her folly. 
“Yes...yes...if you say 50... mean... 
whatever you say...” 

He nodded contentedly. ‘What- 


way out. 

“When you have removed your 
outer garments,’ continued the 
churchwarden, ‘you will, of course, 
be down to your knickers.” Mandy 
coloured at the very mention of such 
an intimate garment. He was smiling 
gently. ‘Only knickers, I imagine. A 
girl of your age would probably not 
be wearing a bra.’ It was a question 
rather than a statement but Mandy 
did not enlighten him. In fact, she 
rarely wore a bra., preferring the 
freedom. Not that her breasts were 
by any means small. It was personal 
preference. ‘Finally,’ continued the 
churchwarden,’ you will remove 
your knickers.” 

‘Oh no!’ Somehow Mandy found 
that quite shocking, even if, -as he 
had said, she would be on her own. 
‘That...that’s not r-right... 

“You will do it, Mandy. ‘It’s all 
part of your penance. Defiance will 
get you nowhere.’ His eyes were 
hard upon her. Mandy flinched: 
There was no escape, it seemed, 
from this act of abasement. ‘Is that 
clearly understood?’ 

“Y-yes...’ Another whisper. 

‘Then you may go now, Mandy. 
Return here at seven o'clock 
tomorrow evening. Without fail. You 
know the consequences if you do not. 
Take your ‘regalia’ with you.” 

Mandy was glad to leave. Under 
this man’s relentless gaze, there was 
a chill feeling going right through 
the middle of her. 

Now she was there. Standing in 
the middle of the changing room. 
Straining her ears for the sound of 
anyone being about. Him, even. No, 
surely he wouldn’t do that? He was 
an important official of the church. 
Mandy found herself trembling. It 
was all so strange. 

‘I must do my penance, she told 
herself. 

It was far preferable to the alter- 
native. 

Mandy removed the surplice. 
Simple enough. The long red cassock 
still remained. Taking that off would 
be different. Far more demeaning. 
Yet she made herself do it. Then she 
was down to a pair of blue serge 
knickers. Apart from white socks and 
flat-heeled black shoes. She was 
suddenly very conscious of the 
wobbling of her bare breasts. Thank 
goodness no one would be watching. 

Now it only remained to remove 
her knickers. The most difficult 
moment of all had arrived. How 
ridiculous it was to be stripping 
herself naked in that room! Penance, 
he called it. Oh how horrible it was! 
Slowly, Mandy removed the blue 
serge knickers and stood naked. 
Shivering. Flushing, too. 

How long was she supposed to 
remain there? Surely no more than a 
moment or two. It was just when she 


ever I say,’ he repeated. Mandy was 
suddenly scared. He now had sucha 
hold over her. He took her hand but 
she instinctively withdrew it. Then 
thought better of it. Best to do as he 
wished. Her hand was taken up 
again. 

“W-what is it...th-then?’ 

There was a long pause. The 
churchwarden looked at her 
earnestly. ‘You have to make an Act 
of Abasement, Mandy’ he said at 
last. ‘It will be designed to purify 
you of the wickedness you have 
committed in this Holy place. You do 
admit to this wickedness?’ 

Mandy nodded. ‘Y-yes,’ she 
whispered. 

‘Good...good’ He hand patted. 
‘Confession is beneficial to the soul. 
So I shall give you my instructions. 

Another long pause. ‘What... 
what then?’ she asked. 

He leaned forward confidentially. 
‘You will come here, to this changing 
room, tomorrow evening at seven 
o'clock. You will tell no-one you are 
coming. You will be wearing your 
full choir-girl ‘regalia’ — which you 
will have put on before arriving 


here.’ 

‘You mean...walk through the 
streets like that?’ Startled; 
dismayed. 

‘All part of your penance, 


Mandy.’ She swallowed. There was 
not much option but to comply with 
what he said. It would look absurd, 
though. Supposing friends saw her? 

‘You will take the ‘regalia’ home 
this evening.’ 

*M-must I?’ He nodded quietly. 

‘Yes, you must. Then you will be 
here at seven. All alone. White 
surplice; long red cassock. You will 
stand in this room and you will pray 
for forgiveness of your grievous sin.’ 

‘Yes...yes...| understand.’ That 
didn’t sound too bad. After all, she 
had been most naughty. 

‘Then,’ continued the church- 
warden, ‘you will remove the 
surplice.’ A pause. ‘After that, the 
red cassock.” 

She was startled again...and 
suddenly fearful. She realised she 
was flushing. ‘W-why?’ she 
quavered. 

‘Penance,’ came the flat answer. 

It was strange. Frightening. But 
what else could she do but comply? 
Or agree to comply for the moment? 

‘If I must...’ 

‘You must,’ he said. ‘Otherwise, 
there can but be the alternative of 
exposure to all of your sin. 
Remember, Mandy, penance is not 
meant to be pleasant. It must involve 
humiliation. Even pain on occasions. 
Such things are cleansing for the 
soul. You would agree?’ 

“If you say so,’ Mandy was a little 
sulky now. It all seemed rather 
absurd. Yet...yet...after all, it was a 


awful shame of it. Yet, that would be 
better than showing him her front, 
would it not? Her cheeks were 
scarlet. He should not have been 
there anyway. It was quite 
outrageous. He a married man and 
she only 19. Naked, too. 19 and 
naked. How could a churchwarden 
countenance. any such thing? She 
had been wicked — yes — but was 
he not being actually wicked in his 
own way? 

۱ she gasped 
out. 

‘Turn around, Mandy. And be 
quick about it. Don’t try my 
patience. As I told you yesterday, a 
penance is not meant to be pleasant. 
One must suffer.” 

Mardy bowed her head and 
slowly turned, clutching the surplice 
and cassock to her front. She was 
horribly conscious of his eyes boring 
into her nakedness. Not a stitch from 
her neck to her calves. It seemed to 
her as if the cheeks of her bottom 
must be flushing with the hideous 
embarrassment of it all 

A long, long silence 

Then footsteps retreating. She 
was alone again. Very cautiously, 
Mandy turned. Yes, that dread 
figure was no longer in the doorway 
Quickly, in almost desperate haste, 
she pulled on those blue serge 
knickers. School knickers really 
Soon she would have to get 
something more suitable to her age 
But her mother was very much 
against that. ‘I don’t want you 
getting too saucy too soon, Mandy’ 
she had said 

Slowly, feeling that somehow she 
had been deliberately degraded — 
dirtied, almost — Mandy reclothed 
herself 

At least it was over. At least no 
one would ever know of her wicked- 
ness. Something to be thankful for. 

All the same, it was a long walk 
home 

Bernard Faulkner, successful 
local shopkeeper (News., Conf., 
Tob.,), respectable married man, 
pillar of the church, did not go 
home. He went into the bar of one of 
the more discreet hotels in the 
district. There he ordered a large 
scotch and settled himself comfort- 
ably ina chair. 

It had, to say the least, been a 
most enjoyable evening. Cleverly 
contrived, he thought. His vantage 
point had been first-class for viewing 
this private ‘strip show’. Also taking 
a few photographs. They could come 
in very handy at a later date. 

Once he had shown them to 
young Mandy, his hold over her 
would be all the greater. There was 
now a distinct possibility she would 
have to agree to him smacking that 
deliciously rounded bottom he had 
observed earlier. Well, why not? 


was about to put her knickers on 
again when she heard the footsteps 
just outside the door. 

It was him! 

Luckily, Mandy still held the 
cassock and surplice in her hands. 
Quickly she thrust them in front of 


herself. ‘Go...go...away!’ she 
gasped out. ‘You can’t c-come in 
here!” 


He looked impassive. ‘Turn 
around, Mandy,’ he ordered 
sharply, ‘I can’t see whether or not 
you’re properly naked. As I 
instructed you to be.” 

Turn around! How could she? He 
would see her bare bottom! Oh the 


of the opinion it could be but a 
beginning. He finished his scotch, 
left the hotel and strolled back to a 
faithful and loving wife. 

Who was, however, at least twice 
Mandy’s age. 


Why not indeed! All things were 
possible. 

Young Mandy might imagine she 
had paid her penance and the whole 
affair was now over. 

Bernard, on the other hand, was 


125 tough at the Top 


mists up from the two mens’ breath 
and the Babs-watcher wipes it away 
with the sleeve of his mac. ‘Your 
girl been coming here long?’ 

Fred ignores the teacher’s glare 
from the other side of the glass and 
continues to stare into the studio 
alongside the man in the mac. ‘Six 
months,’ he says, his own eyes on 
Babs too. She is a good three inches 
taller than the other girls, and a 
much nicer shape altogether, or so 
he thinks. Both men watch the way 
her buttocks fill and stretch the high- 
cut dark blue leotard as she subsides 
onto the floor in a long drawn out 
‘splits.’ 

‘She must be sixteen or so?’ says 
the man in the mac, phrasing it as a 
question. 

‘Yes, says Fred, unhelpfully, not 
seeing any point in divulging 
information unnecessarily to his 
companion at the window, even 
though he has exchanged words with 
him every Wednesday evening for 
the last few months as they have 
stood outside waiting to collect their 
girls at the end of the lesson. Fred is 
grateful to have another man to talk 
to, since all the other pupils are 
being collected by their mothers or 
older sisters, and the looks which a 
man at such a gathering necessarily 
attracts make him feel 
uncomfortable. His companion, on 
the other hand, seems hardly to 
notice. Feeling that he ought to 
make an attempt at conversation, 
Fred turns to the man beside him. 

‘Your girl been coming here 
long?’ The man in the mac continues 
to watch Babs’ lithe young body as 
she does a series of leg-stretches. He 
answers obliquely. 

‘The older one did; came for 
about three years, I think.’ Babs leg 
muscles tauten as she comes up onto 
her toes. 

‘How old was she when she 
started?’ 

‘Oh about twelve, I think’ Babs’ 
leotard has worked up between her 
buttock cheeks in an interesting way. 

‘Oh, I see.’ Yes, that is 
interesting, and it’s quite nice from 
the front too. ‘And how about your 
younger daughter? How old is she?’ 
Fred realises that he doesn’t actually 
know which of the twenty or so girls 
in the studio is this man’s daughter. 

‘Julie? Er — let me see. She’d be 
nineteen come August.” 

Fred looks around the studio and 


take his eyes off Babs as she 
executes a reasonably steady 


pirouette, together with the other 
girls in the class. The window pane 


BALLET LESSONS 


‘They'll be finished in a minute 
or two’. The man next to him at the 
window of the dance school doesn’t 
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eyes are on the tight-pulled tuck of 
material which dives between her 
legs at the front. 

“Yes — she says. ‘Well, I think I 
am —' 

“Well this is lop-sided.’ He runs a 
finger down under the material, over 
the soft plumpness of her pubic 
mound, amongst the silky crispness 
of her hair. ‘Are you sure it’s in the 
middle?’ She looks down, uncertain. 

“In the middle of what?’ 

‘In the middle!’ He slaps the side 
of her thigh, and she lifts that leg 
and rubs ruefully at the place, nearly 
losing her balance. He yanks the 
cloth tighter, up towards her waist; 
full labial folds spill out either side. 
She squeals a half-hearted protest. 

‘Now it’s in the middle!” 


MAKING AN ENTRANCE 


‘This is Mr Collins, by the way: I 
dare say you remember him.’ 

Babs looks warily at their visitor; 
she does recognise him, but she 
can't imagine from where. He stares 
smilingly at her as though they were 
old friends. Babs manages a wan 
smile in return, but Fred is already 
pulling a straight-backed chair into 
the middle of the room; she licks 
nervously at her lips as she sees the 
cane lying along the mantlepiece, 
just in case. Fred glances up at her. 

‘Don’t hover in the doorway, 
child! Make an entrance!’ 

Babs blinks unhappily and tugs 
surreptitiously at the wisp of white 
material where it comes up between 
her legs, trying to cover herself a 
fraction more; Mr Collins’ absorbed 
smile seems to be directed at the 
very bit Babs is trying to hide. She 
straightens her back, pushes out her 
tits, holds her head up and does her 
plastic majorette smile, feeling the 
material between her legs pulling 
tauter as she stands taller; oh, 
well — She strides to the chair, bare 
bum-cheks wobbling as her heels 
come down, swinging thrustfully 
side to side as she steps out. She is 
blushing hotly by the time she 
reaches the chair, aware of Mr 
Collins’ eyes on her and remem- 
bering, now, those same unblinking 
eyes staring through the window at 
the dance school. She isn't sure that 
she should actually step up onto the 
chair, and Fred is pouring a drink, so 
she waits, at attention, bottom pert, 
feet together, tits straining at the 


can’t see anyone who looks even as 
old as Babs, let alone nineteen. 


‘Nineteen?’ 

‘Yes —’ Babs is bending over 
backwards, waving her arms about 
artistically. 


‘I see.’ Fred looks again. ‘Um — 
which one is your daughter?’ The 
other man doesn’t take his eyes off 
Babs, but speaks directly at the 
window. 

‘Oh, she’s not in there. She 
hasn't done ballet since she was 
fifteen. ‘He turns to Fred with an 
apologetic yet unembarrassed smile. 
‘It’s just that, when the girls stopped 
coming — well, I’d kind of got used 
to picking them up, and watching a 
bit of what was going on through this 
window, and — well, I haven’t quite 
managed to get out of the habit yet.” 
He turns back to the window. ‘So, 
Wednesday evenings, 1 still come 
along like I used to and watch other 
people’s girls going through their 
paces.’ 

Babs does a bit of floor touching 
with the palms of her hands, her 
bottom towards the two voyeurs at 
the window. Fred looks sideways at 
the man in the mac, and grins 
himself, Then, as he looks back at 
Babs’ bent over bum, an idea takes 
shape before his mind’s eye, 


DRESS SENSE 


‘Nonsense’ he says, and slaps 
her bottom. ‘Of course it won’t make 
you look ridiculous! Now stand up 
straight and let me adjust it round 
here.’ 

Babs wobbles on the chair as the 
new outfit — what there is of it — is 
coaxed round and over and under 
and into all the little places it will fit, 
if only it is tugged snug enough here 
and tight enough there, and if only 
the foolish girl will stop wagging her 
bum around and squeaking that it’s 
‘0000 — too tight!’ 

A hefty spank, indeed several, 
down the backs of her legs, doesn’t 
stop her wriggling but does vent his 
frustration. 

‘Now keep still —’ She sulks but 
does her best, although the final 
adjustment brings her up onto her 
toes. She teeters on her high heels, 
muting her protests to whispered 
‘Ooos’ and ‘Eeeks.’ He steps back 
and makes her totter round and 
round on the chair, considering the 
result from every angle. 

‘Are you standing straight?’ His 


But 188 had on Bottoms 


‘uniform.’ 

She hears Mr Collins move in his 
chair; Fred seems to be ignoring her 
presence deliberately. She feels the 
plump bottomness behind her 
pushing out, knows that those eyes 
are there, on her bum, which is bare, 
and most likely about to be — 

The sudden thought makes her 
cheeks flame again. She looks at the 
cane on the mantlepiece, at Fred's 
snug expression; she risks a glance 
over her shoulder and finds Mr 
Collins’ eyes still on her bum — 
which is bare, and most likely about 
to be caned! In front of him! She 
feels unexpectedly weak at the 
knees — 


MAKING AN EXIT 


‘Now do it again, Babs, and this 
time do it right!" 

The cane ‘splatts’ around Babs’ 
impudent young buttocks by way of 
emphasis, not for the first, nor the 
tenth, nor he twentieth time: 
perhaps for the fortieth time, but no- 
one has been counting. 

Babs is in a panicky state of 
gasping weepiness; her face is pink 
from embarrassment, from crying, 
and from the effort of continuing to 
perform complicated steps and baton 
routines. Her bottom is cane-marked 
and shivery, flinching and tweaking 
even when the cane is nowhere near; 
her ‘uniform’ has begun to come 
apart at the top, where one breast 
has peeped it’s pink nipple out at Mr 
Collins, while the slender strip of 
material covering her pubic mound 
has done the perverse opposite to 
the rest of the outfit and has 
tightened up so much that it has all 
but disappeared into the moist little 
place between her legs. Still she 
tries to twirl her baton, to stand up 
straight with her head up, her back 
straight, her tits thrusting out and 
her bum on cheeks, insolent display. 
The cane ‘splatts’ again, making her 
squeal and swerve her hips away; 
tears roll down her cheeks and she 
blubs breathlessly at the fresh sting 
in her bottom. 

‘Don't forget to smile, Babs’ says 
Fred helpfully. ‘Come on—’ She 
seems almost to know that the cane 
is on its way again, swinging her 
bum aside even as it connects with 
her buttocks. Another gasp, and an 
involuntary hand clutching at her 
bottom, but she tries to smile, to do 
her majorette smile even through 
her tears. The strip of material pulls 
free between her tits; she feels it go 
but the cane lands again and she 
almost drops her baton. 

Fred winks at Mr Collins, whose 


expression doesn't change as the 
‘uniform’ is helped to fall apart by 
discreet little tugs here and there; 
Babs keeps up her routine, sobbing 
with humiliation. Bit by bit her outfit 
unravels itself from around her body 
until only her socks, shoes, belt and 
cap are left. 

Given permission to stop, she 
stands tearfully exhausted on the 
chair, too distraught even to attempt 
to conceal her pubes or boobs from 
Mr Collins uninhibited stare. Fred 
flicks the cane across her stripey- 
crimson bum-cheeks and tells her 
she may get down. 

She stands beside the chair in a 
fresh fit of weeping, rubbing at the 
place where the last stroke caught 
her, seeing Mr Collins through a 
blur of tears and hardly caring 
anymore. 

‘Right, you can go to your room,’ 
says Fred. ‘Back here in half an hour 
for a bit more practise.’ He pats her 
on the bottom as she gathers up the 
white material of her outfit, and adds 
an encrypted hint as to the nature 
of the ‘practise’ he has in mind for 
her, ‘I thought your rhythm was a bit 
off. We'll have to see if you can do 
something about it before you go to 
bed.’ 

Wiping tears away from her 
cheeks, Babs walks as bouncily as 
she can to the door, caned buttocks 
waggling woefully behind her, and 
then she scampers away upstairs, 
nursing the fervent hope that Mr 
Collins won't be staying to witness 
the humiliation of ‘Rhythmic Move- 
ment Practise.’ 


LEARNING SELF-CONTROL 


Babs is home from netball, ‘A’ 
level homework books on the hall 
table, bike put away in the shed; 
Babs’ hands open and close fretfully, 
held behind her back so that a 
moment's indiscipline doesn’t 
prompt her to reach down to her hot- 
glowing bum-cheeks, still marked 
from this morning’s caning, to rub or 
squeeze or to fend off the next 
spank. She struggles across his 
thigh, warm and feminine, soft yet 
supple, her tummy squirming down 
against neatly-pressed trousers. 

‘Keep still now!’ says Fred 
threateningly. ‘Babs —' She strives 
against the urgent need to wriggle 
her bottom away from fresh smacks, 
trembling with the effort of imposing 
self-control when her bottom is 
twitching and flinching almost of its 
own accord. She gasps for breath, 
her chest heaving, sobs strangling in 
her throat as she tries so hard to 
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‘Keep still.” 

‘Still, now Babs, still —’ Babs’ 
bum shudders a last time and, her 
body so tense that he can feel its 
tautness against him, she manages 
to make herself stop struggling. 
She breathes hard, little whimpers 
interpolating themselves into the 
sound of her panting; he keeps her 
nerves strung out with soft, teasing 
little smacks around the plumpness 
of her buttocks, cooing that, ‘That’s 
better, Babs. Much better,’ while 
she sniffles miserably across his lap. 

‘Now then — let's have these 
legs neatly together, shall we?’ Her 
knees press against each other; ‘And 
the feet —’ Her heels ‘clonk’ 
together. She bleats incomprehen- 
sible little sounds; ‘And tuck your 
knees under—’ Her bottom tightens 
into a crimson-spanked curve. ‘And 
now let's have this bottom—" he pats 
it, as though she might not be sure 
which bit of her was her bottom, 
‘Up, shall we? Up, nicely,’ Babs’ 
buttocks lift themselves reluctantly 
as she hollows her back. The brush 
of a fingertip between her legs 
makes her tremble, the gentle, wait- 
for-it patting of his hand around the 
under-curve of her buttocks makes 
her whisper a gasping ‘Please—!’ 
“Still now—’ he says tormentingly, 
feeling a shudder of anticipation run 
through her. He raises his hand 
deliberately, brings it down crisp 
and hard against a firmly out-thrust 
buttock. ‘Keep it still, Babs—’ 

Babs’ bum swerves sideways; he 
spanks her again in the very same 
place. ‘Keep still_! 

‘Ooo — I — can't — cant —’ 
Another spank confirms Babs’ 
pathetic declaration that she can’t 
keep her too-well-spanked bottom 
where he keeps on insisting that it 
should be, when he persists in 
spanking it for it not staying still in 
the first place. Several more spanks 
dispose of the remote possibility that 
Babs is simply being wilful in not 
keeping her bum still, with a lot 
more landing in swift succession just 
to make quite certain that she won't 
be able to anyway, wilful 
disobedience or not! 

*If you won't do as you're told, 
my girl —’ Two spanks, one for each 
thigh, have Babs’ jerking her hips 
across his knee and kicking her feet 
against the floor, ‘— you'll go across 
the end of your bed for a caning! 
Now stop wriggling! Stop it — stop it 
— stop it!’ The three hefty spanks 
with which Fred underlines his 
demand are the last straw for the 
sobbing Babs. She heaves her head 
up, writhes her hips about between 
his legs, and squeals lustily that she 


“Can’t-000-ooh-000!' 

“Right then!’ Halfa dozen spanks 
smack against her bare thighs; she 
squirms backwards and her knees 
tuck under his leg as she tries to 
escape the stinging slaps. He 
spanks her rounded out buttocks 
instead, and she wrenches her 
bottom aside, away from the pain. 

‘Right then — upstairs you go, 
my girl’ He lets her swing her hips 
out of range but keeps hold of her 
hands. He pulls her to her feet, 
smacking at her swerving bottom, 
while she blubbers and yells and 
skitters sideways in front of him 
towards the door. 

In the hall she stumbles over her 
knickers, which have fallen to her 
ankles, but he spanks her up each 
stair, pushing her before him, each 
spank envincing a squeal and .a 
swerve of her animated bum. 

‘Over there!’ he says, his voice 
filled with theatrical anger. ‘Come 
on! Get across the end of your bed!” 
She collapses across the hard rail, 
legs akimbo, knickers trailing from 
one foot. He spanks her up-tilted 
bottom. 

‘Arms through here!’ She is 
made to reach back through the rails 
and he yanks her knickers from her 
ankle; he thrusts the knickers into 
her hands so that she has to hold 
them taut-stretched across the backs 
of her knees. The cane rattles from 
behind the door of the wardrobe. 

‘Now don't you dare let them go.” 
The cane curves away behind his 
shoulder, hovers for an instant, then 
sweeps round and across the 
helpless, bent-over buttocks... 


RHYTHMIC MOVEMENT 


‘No —’ She only dares whisper it, 
but still it is a brave refusal, even 
though her eyes are wide as if in 
astonishment at her own temerity. 
She hangs back, in the middle of the 
room, while he sits on her bed with 
his knees spread, waiting. She pulls 
at the lower edge of her short pyjama 
top and stands tilt-hipped, with one 
knee slid demurely in front of the 
other; the inward-dipping crease- 
lines at the tops of her thighs lead 
the eye to the triangle of pubic hair 
she is attempting to hide; like all her 
other pyjamas, these have no 
bottoms anymore. 

‘Come here, Babs —’ ‘Or else’ is 
there in the way he says it, and she 
catches her lower lip with her teeth, 
irresolute. ‘I shall count to five —’ 

She comes at the count of ‘One,’ 
little steps, eyes on his, lip pouting. 
He puts her sideways between his 
knees, spanking hand cupping and 
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patting firm bare bum-cheeks, other 
hand sliding up smooth-skinned 
thighs. A little slap up under a round 
buttock, and mutiny is abandoned; 
thighs relax their togetherness and 
ease an inch apart. 

‘Now then — posture, my girl. 
Posture —’ Bab’s pert, 
round-cheeked bottom plumps itself 
out obediently as she hollows her 
back; her legs straighter, her calves 
curve tautly, her breasts push stiff 
little nipples against thin cotton, her 
tummy flattens and the dutiful 
raising of her hands to her head pulls 
the already too-short pyjama top 
several inches higher. Her warm 
pubic mound nestles snugly in his 
palm and a digit flexes and dabbles 
moistly. Her out-thrust buttocks are 
treated to a casually-applied but 
weighty spank. 

‘Ooo-oooh!’ Her bum-cheeks 
flinch, her knees want to press 
together but she mustn’t let them, 
and her hips jerk forward onto the 
coaxing, knowing fingers. She 
swings automatically back into 
position, bottom pushing out and 
back hollowing, only to meet a 
second spank as it lands squarely 
across the other cheek. ‘Ooogh! 
N-no —’ she says ‘No,’ but of course 
her hips snatch forward against his 
other hand — 

‘Rhythmic movement’ being thus 
established, it will now be simply a 
matter of time before Babs, 
encouraged by the regular 
application of a series of smacks to 
her bum, is obliged, in_advertently 
and almost incidentally, to humiliate 
herself by ‘coming’ on the tips of her 
‘trainers’ fingers. 


EXERCISES: GENERAL 


‘I can't —!’ Babs is tummy 
uppermost — for a change — across 
the kitchen table. Her legs dangle 
limply over the end, white socks and 
red-strapped sandals on her feet, 
then nothing until the hem of her 
tee-shirt above her navel; a mist of 
perspiration blooms her skin and her 
head lolls to one side. She is 
exhausted, having been at her 
exercises for an hour already. 

‘Of course you can; want your 
bum spanked, do you?’ Babs doesn’t 
want her bum spanked anymore; the 
trouble is, bicycling with her legs in 
the air, on and off for the last fifteen 
minutes, means that her bum has 
been in just the right position to 
catch a dozen spanks a minute when 
he says she isn’t doing it ‘properly.’ 
Babs has no idea what ‘properly’ 
means, except that whatever way 
she does it never seems to be 
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‘properly.’ So, she can either try to 
get her legs up again for another 
bout of bicycling — and get her 
bottom spanked for not doing it right 
— or she can get her bottom 
smacked anyway, for not doing it at 
all. 

‘Please — 
let's stop —’ 

‘Roll over’ says her trainer, going 
to a cupboard and taking out a slim 
leather strap. 

‘No — please don't!” 

‘Get your legs up then! If you 
don't get fit you won't be any good 
as a majorette.’ 

Babs doesn’t want to be a 
majorette — she never has wanted to 
be, since it’s all his idea that she 
should. He has made her work at it 
solidly for the past six months, 
however, and like it or not, she has 
learnt fast. He talks about her 
joining a club ‘sometime soon’, and 
about her public debut ‘when she’s 
ready,’ but he seems to think that 
might be a long way off yet. Babs 
still believes that he is serious — 
that all this ‘training’ isn’t just 
something for his personal amuse- 
ment; she pulls a face and hoists her 
legs up into ‘bicycling’ position and 
begins thrusting at the air with her 
feet. The strap strokes it's cool twin 
fingers across her hot-spanked 
buttocks and she cycles faster, then 
as fast as she can. 

‘You've got to do better than 
that,’ he warns, the strap pat-patting 
across her flinching bum. 

‘Ican’t —’ she gasps, pink in the 
face. 

‘You can,’ he insists, and the 
strap cracks loudly against both 
toiling bum cheeks. Babs wails and 
clutches at her bottom and her feet 
do, in fact, manage a few more 
revolutions per minute. He grins 
unsympathetically. 

‘I said you could, didn’t 1—" 


she pants. ‘Please 


MORE RHYTHMIC MOVEMENT 


‘Lift up —’ There is little 
sympathy in his voice; he says it 
flatly, matter of fact — she’s had 
what she deserved, now she’s going 
to get something else she deserves. 
‘Come on!’ and he slaps an upthrust 
bum-cheek with thoughtless 
disregard for it’s already-stinging 
tenderness. 

*N-nnugh!” It's supposed be, ‘No 
-please - no more!” but too much 
crying has left her unable to make 
the words come out without them 
sounding like weepy blubberings. 
She pushes with her toes against the 
floor, lifting her tummy an inch or so 
clear of the hip-high railed footboard 


of her old-fashioned bed. 

In the semi-darkness, with only 
the landing light slanting through 
the part-open bedroom door, she 
sees him take a pillow from the other 
end of the bed and he comes round 
behind her and stuffs it between her 
tummy and the top rail. 

*C'mon —’ She spreads her legs 
wide, the muscles tautening, toes 
braced against the rug. She can see 
the strap if she looks back between 
her legs, on it’s hook on the inside of 
her wardrobe door. He is fumbling in 
his pocket. 

‘Here —’ Something plops onto 
the eiderdown beside her face. She 
gropes for the packet, almost 
weeping with the humiliation of 
having to do it. She picks at the foil 
with trembling fingers, plucking 
with her nails, tearing along the 
perforation; she passes it back 
between her legs, between the rails. 
A rubbery, snappy, crinkly unrolling 
sound, then her pyjama top is 
pushed up her back so that she can 
no longer see through her legs 
because it's loose folds hang down in 
front of her upside-down face. 
Hands under her hips, lifting, 
angling. 

‘Come on, now —’ She elevates 
her bottom, buries her face in the 
bedclothes, spreads her legs as wide 
as she can... 


EXERCISES: SPECIFIC 


Babs has her ‘don’t want to’ face 
on again, but he has the strap, and 
neither of them have any illusions as 
to whether Babs is actually going to 
do it, eventually, or not. He also has 
an enamelled bowl in which there is 
hot water and a flannel, together 
with a second bowl in which there is 
a large brown-paper bag. The bag 
contains half a pound of grapes. 
Some of them dark and squashy, 
some greerr and firm. He crooks a 
finger at the reluctant girl and she 
comes hesitantly to stand facing him 
across the bowl containing the 
grapes, which is on the floor. 

Excellent though the ballet 
classes are at Shaping Babs’ legs 
and tits and bum-cheeks, there is no 
reason why a little exercise 
shouldn’t be introduced, with the 
specific purpose of firming and 
plumping up that bit of Babs that he 
finds especially delightful. Babs has 
done this before; she unpops her 
shorts and lets them slide down her 
legs together with her knickers, 
while giving him her fullest, most 
resentful pout, which he completely 
ignores. He indicates the bowl 


between his feet. ‘In you get’. He 
picks up the grapes and Babs steps 
into the bowl, hands hiding her 
pubes; she shuffles round so that her 
bare bottom faces him as he sits on 
his chair. 

The bag rustles behind her; she 
half turns to look, her bum-cheeks 
tweak in anticipation. He takes out a 
black grape, a large, fat one, and 
with the pressure of a thumb, not- 
withstanding Babs faint bleat of 
protest and her lifting involuntarily 
up onto her toes, he eases it between 
the firm, full in-curves of her 
buttocks. 

‘Squeeze’ he says. She tenses 
her cheeks while his thumb keeps 
the grape in place. ‘Come on —’ 

A half helpless, half exasperated 
‘Ooo —’ her buttocks press and her 
hips tilt as she concentrates her 
efforts on the now ovoid grape; 
suddenly it splits. Juice and pips 
squirt up and down the crease of her 
bum. 

‘Very good,” he says, 
patronisingly. He selects a solid, 
green grape, squeezes it between his 
fingers to test it's resilience; he pops 
it into his mouth and eats it. A 
second green grape is picked from 
the stalk. He pops it between her 
cheeks. 

‘Ooo —!' She squeezes; the 
grape shoots out into his lap. 

‘Stupid!’ He lands a hard spank 
on her rounded-out buttocks and she 
squirms her bum away to one side. 
“Do it again!” 

He holds it there, and with a little 
mewing sound she squashes it as 
much as she can. ‘Come on!” 

‘Nnnugh!’ The extra effort is 
enough; the grape pops, juice 
spatters, a pip ‘tings’ into the bowl. 

‘See. Al it takes is 
concentration.’ She relaxes her 
buttocks and the grape plops into the 
basin. He picks up the warm, wet 
flannel from the other bowl and slips 
it between her legs; she wriggles 
unhappily but the soapy water 
washes away the sticky grape juice, 
pips and bits of green skin. He picks 
another grape. 

‘Right then, let’s do it again —’ 


HYGIENE 


‘Bath.’ says Fred, who can be a 
man of few words at times. 

Upstairs, Babs waits on the chilly 
landing until Fred finishes talking to 
someone on the ‘phone; then Fred is 
coming up the stairs and Babs has to 
say goodbye to her knickers, vest 
and modesty while he watches her 
every move. She stands naked, eyes 
on his face, conscious of the hook on 
the wall behind her and the strap 


which hangs from it. Conscious, too 
of her bum, which she keeps tucked 
away out of sight for fear that Fred 
will associate the thought ‘bum’ with 
the thought ‘strap’, and make the 
connection. 

‘Oh, strap’ says Fred. Babs 
frowns, not wanting to be strapped, 
but he looks at her archly and she 
has to get it from its hook and hand it 
to him. Her bottom tweaks its plump 
cheeks together in nervous 
anticipation. Fred’s thumb indicates 
‘bath’ and Babs steps in, pink- 
cheeked; she gives the soap to Fred. 

‘Keep still’ he says, as he soaps 
her all over, and she does her best as 
hands and soap slither over and 
round and under and between. Then 
the soap is washed off, with special 
attention to those places where it 
might linger if not thoroughly rinsed 
away. 

‘Turn round.’ Babs knows what's 
next; she looks back over her 
shoulder, hands on the wall. Her feet 
slip around in the bath while she 
struggles to keep her bottom thrust 
out for the strap, each stroke jolting 
panicky little gasps from her, jerking 
her wet belly against the cold wall, 
making her squeeze her thighs 
together as one, then two strokes 
land stingingly across their 
vulnerable backs. 

‘Sit down Fred, Babs bites 
her lip and frowns miserably as she 
is made to lower her smarting 
bottom into hot water. ‘Christ —’ 
she whispers under her breath 

‘Stand up’ says Fred, and straps 
her some more for ‘unladylike 
language. ‘Sit down’ he says again. 
Babs cries and sits in the bath, knees 
up, hands hiding her tears." 

‘Stop being silly’ demands Fred, 
Babs’ weeping becomes strangled 
gasping. Slowly it subsides. ‘Now 
get out’ says Fred, looking for the 
Johnson's Baby Powder. 

Cool talcum powder sifts down 
onto Babs’ hot buttocks; Fred 
smooths it over the round cheeks and 
into hollows and crevices, while 
Babs stops being silly and lets her 
thighs float apart so as not to hinder 
the process. She keeps quiet, feeling 
Fred stirring under her tummy; she 
keeps still too, not wanting to add 
any provocation by wiggling around 
on top of it. Like a mouse hiding 
from a cat she doesn’t move and 
doesn't make a sound. 

‘Right then — bed,’ says Fred. A 
little smack urges her to her feet. 
Babs doesn’t look at him — she 
knows from the tone of his voice that 
she'll very likely need a second bath 
this evening before she actually gets 
‘to bed.” 


TWO DROWNED RATS 


was what was pinkly protruding on either side of the 
central blue strip. Each girl’s bottom was effectively bare 
for there was no sign of knickers underneath. 

I could clearly see the bare bottoms though it was not a 
completely uninterrupted view. For the two men having 
stripped the girls of their oilskins were laughingly 
grabbing at the pink bare cheeks and joined in this now by 
the barman. Three pairs of male hands grabbing at the 
jiggling bare bums, not to mention other, covered, parts: 
pert young tits, crotches, etc. I watched with my heart 
pounding. The girls ineffectually trying to fend them off 
but it was ineffectual for their tormentors were three 
grown men and as had been predicted the girls did look 
exhausted from their trek in that foul weather. 

As I watched, and as the girls continued to protest 
weakly, the white sweaters went the same way as the oil- 
skins i.e. they were stripped off. Nothing underneath, as 
there seemed to be nothing under those bottom-baring 
shorts. Firm young tits bobbing barely now as well as the 
bottoms. Yes it really was difficult to believe my eyes. 

Nude now except for the shorts and their wellies the 
girls were subjected to further manhandling, but 
eventually their tormentors did ease off. They were 
permitted to sit down by the fire and given drinks. The 
three men drew up chairs with them and I was invited to 
do likewise. I got up from my seat over by the window, 
conscious as I did so of a new tightness at the front of my 
trousers. 

The half nude girls did their best to cover their pretty 
tits while glancing at me in particular, the stranger, with 
embarrassed eyes. I could still scarcely believe my eyes. 
Those shorts especially! It was the shorts I asked about 
when, as it were, I could find my tongue. Were they 
not...unusual? 

The barman laughed. ‘Those’re their punishment 
shorts, aren't they, girls? Naughty girls at the institution 
have to have their bums ready for the cane at all times. Eh 
Julie?’ He reached out and squeezed the blonde’s thigh. 
‘An’ quite right too." 

I commenced to ask some questions — while I must 
admit unable to take my eyes off the girls’ tits which they 
could not completely conceal. They were both quite slim 
though Julie was the taller of the two. The other one, 
April, with short dark brown hair, had slightly larger tits, 
with dark red nipples. To tell the truth I would have loved 
to get my hands on either pair — not to mention those 
jiggling bare cheeks they were at present sitting on. 

In answer to my query it seemed that Julie was in for a 
six-month stay and April for three months. They had both 
spent only two weeks of this so far. I was told that bottom- 
less shorts were issued to all new arrivals and they could 
be caned in these shorts by the staff virtually at will. After 
one month they would graduate to skirts and knickers if 
their behaviour warranted it. Talking at meal times had 
apparently earned these two their eight mile hikes; this 
together with the bottomless shorts seemed to speak of a 
quite draconian regime. 5 

1 was gradually getting over my initial shock and I 
could feel a keen desire to have another look at the rear of 
their shorts. Perhaps my companions sensed this. At any 
rate Julie was told to stand up and let me have a proper 
look. She was not keen but was hauled to her feet anyway, 
and turned to present her bottom to me. Earlier I had been 
across the other side of the room but now it was here 
within inches of my face. The front of my trousers again 
came under strain. 

‘Have a feel,’ invited Harold. 


The morning on the moor had been bleak, dark 
scudding clouds and a driving wind with every now and 
then cold rain. A July day but you wouldn't have thought 
it, so my spirits surged when I came round the side of the 
hill and saw the low white building with smoke blowing 
this way and that from its chimney. My pace quickened for 
it was marked on the map: Inn. 

Yes, a heaven sent release from the elements when I 
opened the stout door and closed it behind me. I took off 
my.anorak, shaking it. A cheerful room, a bar at one side, 
a bright fire opposite. The room’s occupants, three 
middle-aged men, one ofthem behind the bar, had turned 
to the door, seemingly expectant looks on their faces. The 
barman smiled. 

‘Good day, sir, and welcome. Though I must say we 
was expecting something else when that door opened.’ 

‘Something a bit more spicy,’ offered one of the others, 
‘begging your pardon. Though I imagine they'll be in 
shortly.’ He cackled. ‘Two nice little drowned rats.” 

Iordered a drink and a pie, then looked enquiringly. I 
didn't know the area, a remote corner of Yorkshire, and 
their remarks had been cryptic to say the least. My 
querying look was picked up by the one who had not yet 
spoken. 

‘Girls. Two girlies. From the institution.’ 

Like the others he had the local accent. What he said 
did, after a second, ring a faint bell. Hadn't I heard 
somewhere of institutions for young people? Training 
institutions for boys, and also for girls. And come to think 
of it I had heard that they were situated in remote areas. 
Dartmoor, Scotland... Yorkshire. 

The first customer confirmed this. “Two of ‘em been 
made to do a hike ‘ere and back, every day this week. 
We're four miles from their place and they got to check in 
‘ere to prove they done the course. ‘Ere an’ back that's 
eight miles, poor little darlins. I reckon today they'll be 
right exhausted.’ 

His companion cackled. ‘Too whacked out to struggle, 
Ireckon. Though I likes a little struggle meself.’ 

‘How old are these girls?’ I queried, experiencing a 
tingle of excitement. It sounded as if they might be 
subjected to...well, horseplay when they arrived. 

Customer Number Two gave a large wink. ‘Old 
enough. Just old enough I would say. Would you say that, 
Harold?’ 

The barman said he would. ‘Old enough to know what 
it’s all about. Old enough not to like ‘avin’ their bums 
smacked certainly.’ 

More cackling, and more anticipatory remarks about 
the girls. In between they asked about the visitor. Was I 
from London? On holiday? I was on holiday and from the 
south though not London. It seemed that one of the two 
girls was from London. ‘That blondie: Julie.’ 

Just then the door opened, letting in a gust of wind 
plus two figures in yellow oilskins. The two locals were 
immediately on their feet. Yes, it was he two girls, though 
all that could be seen of them was two part pink faces 
below yellow souwesters and between the knee-length oil- 
skin coats and yellow wellies equally pink knees. 

These outer garments (except the wellies) were 
immediately stripped off them. Yes it was two girls all 
right, slim young things, a blonde and a brunette, in white 
sweaters and denim shorts. The shorts though... 

Iblinked, not at first able to believe my eyes. But they 
were not deceiving me. Each tight pair of shorts had two 
round pieces cut out of the seat, one on either side. Pieces 
the size of...well, the size of a girl’s buttock because that 
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April, shorts down round her knees, over Harold’s ۰ 
I had just about finished with Julie and Sam now took her 
from me. He pulled her shorts down as well. All three men 
proceeded to take a turn with each girl. Vigorously 
spanking their bottoms and also groping. And yes, I could 
see that there was some advantage to be had in having the 
girls’ shorts off. 

At last they let up. the gasping girls had to get back. 
Indeed they may have felt that their four miles trek back 
through the foul weather was to be preferred to any 
further stay with us — except that when they did return it 
seemed there would be the cane waiting for them. Anyway 
it was shorts back up and sweaters on again, and then the 
oilskins. 

Harold grinning, said, ‘See you tomorrow, girls,’ and 
opened the door on the still blowing gale. 

We settled back by the fire with some more pints. The 
talk naturally was of the girls and the institution. It was 
Sam who said it. ‘If you got a few weeks to spare you could 
have a right good time. They're looking for a bit of help 
over there, temporary like.” 

By ‘over there’ he meant, of course, the institution. 
And äs it happened.... 


I did, tentatively at first and them more firmly. 
Gripping, jiggling, one buttock and then the other, 
assuming a nonchalance I did not feel. 

‘Give ‘er a smack bum,’ suggested Sam, one of the 
other two. ‘They need plenty of that. Get ‘er over your 
lap.” 

Was I hearing correctly? Yes I was. Julie gave a yelp of 
protest but she was being lifted and placed face-down and 
bare bottom up across my thighs. I had not recently 
spanked a girl but it is not a difficult task, especially when 
the subject is being held at either end by enthusiastic 
accomplices. My hand started splatting down, quite hard 
as I thought; but I was quickly urged to do it much harder. 
‘Make t’young lass feel it,’ etc. 

And I think I did make her feel it if the agonised yelps 
were anything to go by. I soon had those trim globes 
glowing like polished red tomatoes. 

Halfway through, my helper holding onto Julie’s legs, 
Norman, let go. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him go 
to April. Norman and Harold pulling her to her feet. She 
was going to get the same as Julie. In fact worse you could 
say for in spite of the fact that the cheeks of April’s bottom 
were bare they were taking her shorts down. 
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LETTERS 


important details. 

The position that should 
be adopted for examination 
of the genital area is simple 
but very effective. The girl 
should be lying on her back 
on a table with legs up in the 
air. Her hands should be 
clasped round the back of her 
knees. Not only does this 
keep her legs in place, it also 
reduces the possibility of the 
young lady using her hands 
to interfere with your 
inspection. Again eyes and 
hands need to be used to 
assess the situation. If she is 
found to be wet or sticky you 
will know that her behaviour 
has not come up to the 
standard that you demand. I 
do not approve of corporal 
punishment being applied in 
this position. There is far too 
much risk of the instrument 
being used to apply 
correction accidentally 
catching tender areas never 
intended for such painful 
treatment. Her bottom is 
also far too tight and under- 
lying tissues may easily be 
damaged. The backs of her 
thighs are in an ideal 
position for smacking, and I 
suggest that any psyhical 


punishment should be 
limited to that. 
Moderate or severe 


corporal punishment should 
only be applied to a relaxed, 
curved bottom. In my 
opinion the ideal situation is 
with the culprit bending over 
the edge of a table. A bed 
can be used, but would seem 
to be a little low for the best 
opportunity. She may have a 
cushion under her hips to 


make her a little more 
comfortable. Punishment 
must be carefully and 
thoughtfully given. It must 


not be a quick few strokes of 
the cane and finished. I 
suggest a little comfort 
because she will be bent over 
the table for quite some 
time. Her bottom will sting 
atrociously when you have 
finished. There is no need for 


depend entirely on her 
recent behaviour. Sitting and 
showing knickers will be bad 
enough for her. Without 
them, she will sit with her 
legs pressed very tightly 
together trying not to show 
anything of the area between 
her legs. Of course you can 
make rules about sitting that 
make it impossible for her to 
close her legs. That is your 
prerogative. 

Do not hesitate to discuss 
her sexual activities with 
your friends and relatives. 
She will go very red as you 
tell the lady from next door 
about her dirty habits. How 
she cannot wait to get into 
bed so that she can play with 
herself. Or how you caught 
her with her boyfriends hand 
in her knickers. She has been 


banned from seeing him but 
still has to take the 
consequences. Doubtless 


you will be given many ideas 
for consideration in your 
battle to keep her under 
control. The person making 
the suggestions will be quite 


pleased if you decide to try 
them out in his or her 
presence. 


Keep a close watch on 
her knickers. Make sure that 
they are always clean and 
dry. Let guests have a look or 
feel as you think fit. Send her 
to bed very early although 
you will need to check that 
she does not start misbe- 
having whilst on her own. 
Make her come downstairs 
after she has changed into 


her nightdress to say 
goodnight to everyone. 
Supervise her when she 


takes a bath. Ensure that all 
the little nooks and crannies 
are properly washed. If you 
have any doubt, insist on 
washing her yourself. There 
is nothing there that you 
have not seen many times 
before. You might even ask a 
guest for assistance in the 
matter. Remember to inspect 
her thoroughly after a bath. 
Girls to tend to skimp over 


pubis is bare and smooth all 
the time. It is best if you do 
this for her yourself. You will 
inevitably see all that she has 
between her legs. In fact you 
will need to handle and 
touch every part. Offering 
herself in this fashion will 
teach her that opening her 
legs is not always the fore- 


runner of pleasurable 
activity. 
Secondly there is the 


problem of suitable clothing. 
The selection of clothes when 
out of the home is not too 
easy. Clearly she must be 
allowed garments that fit in 


with the rest of society. We 
do not want her to be the 
object of ridicule for 
everyone she meets. Do 
make sure that she is 
wearing sensible under- 
clothing. Proper knickers 


and not a piece of lace that 
covers very little. I would 
also insist that she wore a 
vest and I would only allow a 
bra if her breasts were heavy 
enough to really need one. 


Once indoors, the situa- 
tion changes. Only the 
minimum of clothing is 
necessary. A lightweight 


blouse and a short skirt. Not 
a fashionable mini-skirt but a 
pleated school or games 
skirt. A tennis dress would 
be equally suitable. It should 
be quite short and only just 
cover her bottom and pubic 
area when standing up 
straight. This will always 
leave her thighs available to 
be smacked and will make 
her very careful how she 
moves and sits. There will 
not be enough to go round 
her bottom when she sits and 
she will be very conscious 
that at best there is only the 
seat of her knickers between 
the chair and her own seat. 
She will need very little 
underwear. At best only a 
pair of thin nylon knickers. 
No matter how big she is, a 
bra is totally unnecessary 
indoors. Whether knickers 
are permitted or not will 


FINGERS OUT OUT 


Dear Sir, 

I write to you having seen 
a question in an earlier issue 
on the subject of masturb- 
ation in girls. Some of your 
stories have dealt with a 
young lady being subjected 
to her punishers finger 
moving over or slipping into 
her very sensitive parts. She 
is made to wriggle on or 
against that finger until the 
inevitable happens. Wet and 


sticky, she feels further 
humiliation has been added 
to her punishment. Very 


occasionally, a girl has been 
in trouble for her own private 
activities. This has been the 


result of either her own 
solitary efforts or of 
undesirable copulation. 


This letter is to suggest a 
number of ways by which a 
girl can be persuaded not to 
indulge herself singly or with 
others. Of course, a close 
watch must be kept on her at 
all times. Even the best 
taught young woman will be 
tempted once she has 
experienced the pleasure of a 
sexual climax. It is the job of 
those looking after her to 
ensure that the opportunity 
does not arise. Or alterna- 
tively that if the chance does 
occur, she does not succumb. 
Finally to punish if, despite 
of everything, she does have 
the opportunity and seizes 
the chance to gratify her 
selfish desires. 


First of all the matter of a 
girl’s pubic hair. This tends 
to give them the idea that 
they have reached maturity 
and that a bodily privacy is 
desirable. Ignore all such 
feelings and keep her 
shaved. Take no notice when 
she wails that other girls of 
her age can grow curls. They 
may laugh when they see her 
in the showers, perhaps at 
the tennis club. It does not 
matter. Ensure that her 
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an appeal from her of ‘Please 
Uncle Andy, don’t spank me 
again, not on my bare 
bottom.’ I decide to ignore 
Amanda’s pleadings and 
deliver another twelve slow 
smacks by hand, making her 
really yell. 

For Amanda Burton’s 
final humiliation, I instruct 
her to take her naughty self 
over to the corner of the 
room and stand there with 
her hands on her head for 
half an hour while I inspect 
her bottom. 

Ican now enjoy the sight, 
while sitting in my easy 
chair, sipping a malt scotch, 
of poor Amanda’s scarlet, 
throbbing, well spanked 
bottom. Standing there, she 
has her skirt and slip tucked 
into the waistbelt and her 
knickers around her ankles. 
occasionally hopping from 
foot to foot, crying uncontrol- 
ably, but unable to sooth 
away the sting. 

So Amanda Burton, you 


naughty girl, here’s the 
person to give you the 
spanking you've been 


needing for years. 

The other names that 
spring to mind include 
Joanna Vangyseghen who 
plays ‘Linda’ in Duty Free, 
also Nicola Bryant from 
‘Doctor Who’ fame. She 
loves to show off her shapely 
bottom inside those tight 
shorts. I think three strokes 
ofthe cane on each hand for 
these little madams, 
followed by a dozen on the 
bottom with a tawse. 

Readers in the T.V.S 
region couldn't fail to have 
noticed the local magazine 
programme’s hostess Fern 
Britton. This daughter of 
Tony Britton would soon 
receive a spanked bottom for 
every wrong doing. I think a 
nice cosy bare bottom. Fifty 
handspanks across my knee 
for Fern. 

Grange Hill contains 
several blossoming young 
ladies amongst the pupils, 
while my favourite teacher is 
Karen Lewis who plays Roz 
Partridge in the series. She 
is certainly good spanking 
material with a lovely cheeky’ 
bottom. Perhaps other 
readers could find further 
candidates from Grange Hill 
from the pupils and staff. 
Sorry to have rambled on a 


trifle. 
Yours spankfully, 
Andy T. 
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Little did Amanda 
suspect while I held the step- 
ladder in position to the attic, 
insisting that she should go 
up first, thus allowing me a 
view of her upper legs as the 
hemline of her flared dress 
came above my head. I 
discovered that Amanda is 
not wearing tights but just a 
pink silk slip with matching 
french knickers under her 


dress. 
I quickly followed 
Amanda into the attic to 


inform her she needed to be 
disciplined. There was a 
startled look on her face 
when Amanda asked what I 
meant by that. I told her a 
good spanking over my knee 
was the idea, and any future 
naughtiness would result in 
the same. 


Amanda tried to protest 
her innocence but she soon 
realised her hopelessness 
when the entrance to the 
attic has been locked. She 
pleaded with me but I 
ordered her to fetch the hair- 
brush from the drawer of my 
desk. 

I placed a chair in the 
centre of the attic and by the 
time Amanda reluctantly 
handed me the hairbrush she 
knew she had no option but 
to accept her first spanking 


for years. 
Catching hold of 
Amanda's arm, I gently 


positioned her across my 
knee so that her face was 
nine inches from the floor 
one side. Gathering 
Amanda's dress and slip up 
over her waist, I revealed 
those splendid silk french 
knickers moulding 
themselves to the cheeks of 
her very pronounced bottom. 

Amanda Burton is now a 
very demure young lady who 
is about to receive a hair- 
brush spanking. Well 
deserved in her case. So 
taking a hold of Amanda’s 
waist, I administer a dozen 
solid spanks to each cheek in 
turn over her knickers amid 
much threshing of legs and 
sobbing. I then discard the 
hairbrush and fondle 
Amanda’s bottom cheeks 
through her knickers. Then 1 
slide my hand inside the 
waistband and slowly draw 
them down her legs until 
falling to her ankles. 

There is already consid- 
erable heat generating from 
Amanda’a bottom, but with 


excite herself. It may be 
necessary to supervise her 
bathing and to insist on the 
special clothing, but any 
further action should not be 
necessary other than very 
rarely. It will also be realised 
that one cannot expect an 
undisciplined girl suddenly 
to accept all the things I have 
suggested. The proper 
situation is one in which the 
girl has been brought up to 
accept parental authority. 
D.E. 


SPANKERS’ POLL 


Dear Blushes, 

I wrote to you about 
celebrity, candidates for a 
spanking which you kindly 
published. There has since 
been a questionnaire 
compiled by a reader 
containing in item 13, a list 


of celebrity girls for 
spanking. I already — for 
those who missed it — listed 
in detail Selina Scott, 
Annabel Croft, Julia 
Sommerville and Shirley 


Cheriton for a warmed 
bottom. I now suggest a few 
more deserving cases. 

Channel 45 ‘Brookside’ 
provide one such instance in 
the lovely Amanda Burton 
who plays Heather 
Haversham in the show. 
Amanda always has a rather 
haughty manner which really 
needs to be brought down to 
earth. 

I would fancy being 
Amanda’s uncle who had 
invited her to my home in the 
country for a holiday. My 
report on the events of this 
holiday, which I would 
submit for Blushes for your 
readers delectation, would 
read something like this: 

Amanda soon settled into 
the routine of the house but 
was late for dinner on the 
third day, so I jokingly 
threatened her with a 
smacked bottom if she was 
late again. Amanda replied, 
while blushing, that she 
hadn’t been spanked since 
she was sixteen, but didn’t 
seem to object to the 
suggestion. 

I purposely waited until 
Amanda was wearing a floral 
cotton print dress with a 
loose shirt before inviting 
her into the attic to peruse 
my collection of books and 
paintings, which she was 
delighted to accept. 


other aches and pains. 

Have her in position long 
before the time you intend to 
use the cane. Dress raised 
and knickers down, if she is 
wearing them and legs 
stretched out straight behind 
her. Just the toes resting on 
the floor. Her hands should 
be in front of her clasping the 
far end of the table. There 
must be no significant move- 
ment or getting up until you 
give permission, which will 
not be until well after the 
last. stroke. Make her wait 
before you begin. Twenty 
minutes or half an hour at 
least; she will spend the 
whole time conscious that 
she is once again in that 
awful position of offering her 
bottom for it to be caned. 
Wondering how much it will 
hurt this time and wishing 
that she had not been so 
stupid as to give you the 
opportunity. 

You will need a relaxed 
and a steady rear end for 
each stroke you apply. 


Undoubtedly her rump will , 


be well marked long before 
you finish. Take no notice of 
tears and pleas. In fact she 
ought to have been taught 
that only her gasps and 
sounds of crying are 
acceptable. Unless you wish 
her to count the strokes, her 
voice should not be heard. 
Take your time between each 
stroke; wait for the wriggling 
to cease, and when you are 
ready, let the cane whistle 
down once more on her 
trembling bottom. 

There are two schools of 
thought on what should 
happen next. It is interesting 
to watch a girl capering 
around the room rubbing or 
holding the fire in her nether 
cheeks. However, I feel that 
discipline should come first 
and prefer that she should 
spend a further period in the 
same position and without 
being allowed to comfort 
herself in any way. There is 
the alternative of standing in 
the corner but I feel it is even 
better for her to remain in 
the punishment position. 

In conclusion, may I point 
out one or two things. If 
carried out properly, this sort 
of treatment will rarely be 
needed. She will soon learn 
not to use her fingers to 


LOOKING AHEAD 


From: Permanent Deputy Under 
Secretary, YSS Div. Home Office. 
To: Miss J Carver, Assistant Chief 
Executive, YSS Div. Home Office. 
Date: 24th March 1997. 

Thank you for your reply to my 
Memo of 20.3.97, regarding punish- 
ment in Girls’ Remedial Training 
Centres. 

I note that you are not against an 
increase of the maximum number of 
from 18 to 24, provided this is 
administered in two lots of 12 strokes 
with a forty eight hour interval in 
between. This seems sensible to me. 


was important that Aubrey should 
see for himself — and if necessary, 
issue the necessary instructions in 
order to prevent excesses. 

The driver descended and 
opened the farm gate. Aubrey noted 
the trimness of the young woman's 
legs and figure. He also noted that 
there seemed a complete lack of 
security around the farm. No high 
fences, no barbed wire, no locked 
gate. Was that wise? Not so much 
from the point of view of the Con- 
scripts getting out but unwanted 
visitors getting in. He would 
mention this to the Commandant. 
The girl got back into the Limousine 
and they drove along a muddy farm 
track and stopped outside the farm- 
house door. The driver descended 
and opened the door for Aubrey. 
‘Name?’ he enquired of her. 

‘Driver Morris, sir,’ came the 
clipped reply, with the young woman 
standing at attention. 

How remarkably, thought 
Aubrey, this Youth Training Scheme 
has improved the general attitude 
and behaviour of young people. Long 
gone were the sloppy, ‘hippy’ type 
days of the 70’ and 80’s. All young- 
sters nowadays had experienced 
discipline and were conscious of its 
importance. 

‘I should go and get a meal in the 
village, Driver Morris,’ said Aubrey. 
“Pick me up at four p.m.” 
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visit by a Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary was a rather special event, 
after all. 

The first surprise was to see the 
sign — RTC No. 5 — was not outside 
the gate of some barrack-like 
building, which Aubrey had half 
been expecting, but outside an 
actual farm. Still, on reflection, that 
made sense since it was occupied by 
the more incorrible Land Girls whose 
Commanding Officers deemed 
would benefit from a ‘short, sharp 
shock,’ which Remedial Training 
Centres were specially designed to 
provide. They had only been set up 
in recent months and were still 
rather in the experimental stage. 
Aubrey had been responsible for 
their institution and, after some 
hesitation, had decided that no 
further legislation was required 
under the Youth Training 
Programme Act. However, -he 
was constantly aware that some 
journalist or busy-bodying 
Opposition M.P. would start making 
‘revelations,’ or getting up on hind- 
legs in the House, complaining 
about the severity of discipline now 
being implemented. For, though the 
Act laid down that the maximum 
number of strokes of the cane which 
could be handed out in an YSC was 
set at 18 (at that time), as far as he 
knew the Commandant at an RTC 
had more or less a free hand. Thus it 


As regards punishments in 
RTC’s. I am glad you think these 
should be regularised and not left to 
the Commandant's discretion. 

I will arrange a meeting of all 
Executive Officers to discuss this 
matter, when I will be in the Chair. 
Prior to that, I intend to visit a small 
number of RTC's in order to see, at 
first hand, the present levels of 
discipline. Kindly arrange transport 
for me on 26th March. I wish to leave 
at 10am. and shall be visiting the 
Stroud RTC in Gloucestershire, 
which is a Centre for Land Girls. 


* * * * 


In the back of the Daimler 
Limousine, provided for Civil 
Servants of his rank, Aubrey Blunt, 
CBE, dealt with the paper work he 
had brought with him in his official 
black briefcase. He was a conscient- 
ious man and hard working. He 
would never have considered 
relaxing with a newspaper or a book 
as they sped smoothly down the 
Motorway to the West Country. The 
grey-uniformed driver, with peak 
cap, he had noticed was a young 
woman. She seemed very proficient, 
however... 

They arrived at their destination 
just before 1pm., nicely in time for 
luncheon, which Aubrey was sure 
the Commandant would provide. A 


‘Very good, sir.’ A smart salute 
and the young woman closed the 
door. As Aubrey advanced to the 
door, the Limousine drew smoothly 
away. 


* * * * 


Luncheon was simple but 
excellent. Real farmhouse fare. 
‘Prepared by one of the Conscripts 
here,’ explained the Commandant. 
His name was Bushmill and he was a 
florid-faced ex-army man in his 
fifties, still using his rank of Major. 

‘How many Conscripts have you 
here at the moment?’ enquired 
Aubrey. 

‘Very few as it happens, sir,’ 
came the reply. ‘Four to be exact. 
But two more are expected 
tomorrow.’ 

‘What’s the normal comple- 
ment?’ 

‘More like a dozen, sir. Though 
we once had twenty here. More than 
we could accomodate actually. Quite 
a number of them had to bed down in 
the stables.’ The major gave a quick 
little grin. ‘Didn’t do them any harm 
to rough it for a week, though.” 

‘No, I imagine not,’ agreed 
Aubrey. ‘They’re not here to be 
mollycoddled.’ 

‘Quite so, sir,’ said the Major 
emphatically. It seemed an 
appropriate moment to raise the 
subject of discipline but, first, 
Aubrey tackled the matter of 
Security and made a number of 
suggestions. More like Directives 
really. 

“But none of them would be so 
stupid as to run away,’ protested 
Major Bushmill. ‘They wouldn’t get 
far. And they'd certainly wish they 
hadn't made a break when they were 
brought back!’ 

Patiently, Aubrey explained that 
he was more concerned with keeping 
unwanted people out. Reluctantly, 
the Major, who didn’t seem too 
bright, agreed there might be a point 
there. He would requisition the 
necessary rolls of barbed wire 
immediately. 

‘Staff?’ enquired Aubrey. 

‘Just two, sir. We call them 
Instructors.” ۰۰ 

‘Sufficient?’ 

“Unless there is a growing intake, 
yes sir,’ answered the Major, 
watching the man from the Ministry 
taking notes. He would be glad when 
this particulaf unwelcome visitor had 
gone and he could get on with his 
work. Conscript Davies, who was 
departing on the morrow, had 
earned herself a good caning and he 
had decided to give it to her himself. 

“What about Corrective 
Discipline here?’ asked Aubrey, as if 
reading his thoughts. 

“What about it, sir?” 
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‘What are you doing up there, 
Webster?’ the man barked out. 
‘Finished loading the hay yet?’ 

*N-not quite...sir...” 

‘Well, you damn well should 
have done.’ The man glanced at 
Aubrey. ‘Instructor Harvey, sir. I 
understand you're making an 
inspection.” 

‘That’s right. This girl has just 
informed me she is ‘knackered.’ I 
didn’t like the expression." 

‘I should think not, sir. Webster, 
bend over that gate. Legs astride.’ 


cheeky-looking thought. 

‘Don’t really know, sir. Only got 
here yesterday.’ Yes, definitely a bit 
cheeky. They were usually the sort 
who ended up in an RTC, according 
to Reports he received. 

‘What’s your name?” 

‘Conscript Webster, Sir.’ She 
leapt down off the gate as footsteps 
crunched towards them. A youngish, 
bearded man came into view and 
Aubrey saw, with approval, there 
was a cane in his hand. More like an 
RTC, he thought. 


‘The 
severity...” 

‘Nothing’s actually laid down, 
sir,’ seeing his visitor nod, then 
purse his lips. ‘So it's rather at my 
discretion. Or that of the 
Instructors.’ Aubrey nodded again 
and made some notes. Just as he had 
expected. Something would have to 
be done about that. 

*I see,” he said. ‘Well, Major, I'd 
like to make an inspection.’ 

‘Of course, sir. Shall I accompany 
you?’ 

‘That won't be necessary, Major. 
I'll just make my own way around. 
Observing, you know?’ 

‘Just as you wish, sir.’ Both men 
stood and Major Bushmill indicated 
that Aubrey should precede him 
from the room. 


of it. The 


quantity 


* * * * 


The first sight that greeted 
Aubrey on his little solo tour was a 
girl perched up on a farm gate 
chewing a piece of straw, a pitchfork 
alongside her. It smacked instantly 
to him of sloppiness; not at all what 
one would expect to see in an RTC. 
The girl who was wearing the Land 
Girl uniform of brief khaki 
dungarees, with a red stripe at the 
side, and a white T-shirt, turned 
with a startled gasp as she heard him 
approach. 

‘What are you doing up there?’ 
demanded Aubrey. 

‘Er...just taking a breather... 
s-sir...] feel knackered.’ she 
answered nervously. 

‘Is it permitted?’ She was rather 
a pretty young thing, he thought, 
with curly, light brown hair. A bit 


She looked at Aubrey and went a 
shade pink, but her RSS training 
made her obey without delay. The 
cane swung and whacked across a 
thinly clad bottom. Once, twice, 
three times. 

‘Ooowww...aaahhh...ouch!’ 
came the cries. Nothing too serious 
there, thought Aubrey. 

‘Get back to work, Webster. And 
when you've finished, I want you in 
that stable over there.” The 
Instructor pointed with his cane. The 
girl picked up her pitchfork and 
hurried off. ‘Sorry about that, sir,’ 
said Instructor Harvey, ‘but the 
girl's new here. Idling like that's 
simply not permitted here. She'll 
learn that later this afternoon. And 
then won’t do it again.” 

‘I see,’ mused Aubrey. So those 
three cuts were not the end of the 
matter. ‘What do you intend.’ 

‘To give her a proper thrashing, 
sir. Perhaps you'd-like to be present, 
sir?’ 

‘I think it only my duty’ replied 
Aubrey primly. ‘Part of my 
Inspection.’ 

‘Quite so, sir,’ said Harv 
approvingly it seemed. ‘Now, i 
you'll excuse me, I'll go and see how 
the others are getting on. They're 
out in the fields.” For a moment, 
Aubrey considered accompanying 
him, then decided against it. The 
idea of trudging across acres of wet 
fields didn’t appeal to him. Instead, 
he wandered rather aimlessly about 
the farmyard — which seemed to be 
in pretty good order — before 
settling down a bale of straw in the 
stable the Instructor had indicated. 
In the far corner, was a pen 
containing newly-born calves. A very 
different setting, he reflected, from 
his neat and tidy officein Whitehall. I 
must get out like this more often, he 
told himself, suddenly noticing a 
riding crop hanging up on one wall. 
It had a leathern tab at its end. 
Would the Instructor use that, he 
wondered. It looked considerably 
more formidable than a cane! 

Aubrey was half dozing (that 
lunch certainly had been good) when 
Instructor Harvey came into the 
stable, bringing the girl with him. 
She looked pretty done in and 
frightened too. ‘You may get away 
with things at your RSS, but you 
don’t here!’ Harvey was saying. He 
took down the crop. Aubrey made a 
mental: note. Should they be 
permitted? ‘Clasp your hands 
your head and bend forward, 
Webster.” 

‘P-please...sir...‘I'm not used to 
...to such hard work... 

‘You'll get used to it soon 
enough. Just do as I say.’ Aubrey 
watched the girl bend as directed. 
‘Legs astride,’ came the next order. 
It was also obeyed. The crop cracked 
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Webster now obviously had a most 
healthy respect for his crop. She 
wanted no more of it; so obedience 
and submission were the order of the 
day. Aubrey approved. That was 
what an RTC was all about. Few, he 
knew, came back for a second dose. 
“There's the stable yard to be swept 
and cleaned. Thoroughly. You will 
now do it, Webster.’ The girl looked 
about to protest but then thought 
better of it 

‘It...it's...mmfff...r-raining,’ she 
whimpered. 

‘Then wear this,’ said Harvey 
brusquely, and tossed her a short, 
yellow waterproof of the kind 
life-boatmen wear. Webster, still 
sobbing, put it on. Then made her 


were reluctantly lowered. And then 
only after much pleading. A threat 
from the Instructor to begin her 
thrashing again, seemed to be the 
deciding factor. 

Six more cracking strokes fell 
across that frantically twisting 
behind before Harvey let up. Then, 
with Harvey delivering a homily on 
obeying orders, Webster stood, 
hands on head, tears streaming 
down. Her briefs were still about her 
thighs as she faced Aubrey and he 
saw that, in her contortions, her 
T-shirt had ridden up to expose a 
delightful pair of young, rounded 
breasts. 

‘Take those knickers right off!’ 
snapped Harvey. Off they came. 


down and produced a gasping howl, 

Webster's bottom jerking back and 

forth. ‘When I tell you to do a job... 

you do it!’ The crop cracked down 
again. Another gasping howl; more 
juddering of that young bottom. 

Still, the girl is pretty tough, thought 

Aubrey. RSS training, doubtless. 

They became quite hardened in 

course of time. That was why some 

of them needed the extra discipline 
given in an RTC. 

Again! Then again! Webster's 
howls were growing louder, the 
calves in the pen becoming rather 
agitated. ‘Enough...oh it h-hurts so 
...eceenough!” 

*Enough?” It was a kind of snort 
from Instructor Harvey. ‘I've only 
just started. You're idle, Webster, 
but I’m going to cure you of that. 
Drop your shorts.” 

‘Please — n-00000!” 

‘Do it!’ Ingrained discipline 
made the girl obey. Aubrey found 
himself gazing upon a nicely 
rounded bottom, scantily clad in a 
pair of small white briefs. Harvey 
now forced the girl over some piece 
of farm machinery (he discovered 
later it was a turnip-grinder!). The 
girl's legs clamped on it and the 
handle projected between her 
thighs. 

Crack! And again...Crack! 
“Yaaahhh...yeeegh..no...oh no!” 
The crop certainly made her 

writhe, thought Aubrey, not alto- 

gether complacently. But this was 
his duty. To inspect; to judge. 

‘Knickers down! Ahh...so 
humiliation was part of the discipli- 
nary procedure, was it? Aubrey 
approved. He also approved of the 
girl's naked behind when the briefs 
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Peremptorily, he got hold of her by 
grabbing the elastic of her briefs, 
then dragged the protesting girl 
backwards into a shed. Within a few 
moments, there was the sound of a 
palm descending on bare flesh and 
yelping cries of pain. 

It went on and on. A real sound 
spanking. A dozen. Eighteen. Past 
twenty four. Aubrey lost count. The 
girl was howling and begging for 
mercy. Just as Aubrey was thinking 
of going to take a look for himself, 
the spanking ceased. Harsh words 
over moaning sobs. Then Webster 
more or less tottered out of the shed 
carrying those tiny briefs in her 
hand. Still sobbing, she went back to 
work now quite naked. Except for 
shoes and socks,of course. 

The Instructor's words were clear 
as he strode away. ‘Next time 1 
come back Webster,’ he said, ‘I shall 
bring a cane with me!’ 

No wonder that pitchfork went so 
busily to work! 

Aubrey watched for quite a 


mainly because he could not get the 
image of that squirming young 
bottom out of his mind. 

Really, he told himself quite 
crossly, just before he finally 
dropped off, you should not let your- 
self get so affected in this way. After 
all, it is your duty you are doing. 


* * * * 


Aubrey, always an early riser, 
was up and about by 7.am. and 
decided to take a pre-breakfast stroll 
around the farm. He quickly 
discovered that he was by no means 
the first to arrive there. A file of 
uniformed Land Girls was marching 
smartly towards the fields, each 
garbed in those abbreviated khaki 
dungerees. The red stripes down the 
sides of the shorts flickered back and 
forth as they stepped out, the soft 
flesh of thighs and calves quivering 
with their movements. Bringing up 
the rear was an Instructor, with a 
whippy-looking cane in his hand. 
Aubrey nodded approvingly. A hard 
day's work obviously lay ahead for 
these youngsters. They would all 
return to their RSC’s with a much 
chastened outlook on life. With a 
much reduced desire to ‘buck the 
system.’ He felt a small glow of 
pride. All this was his doing. His role 
in the moral rennaisance of the 
country's youth was a vital one. That 
would surely soon be recognised by 
those higher up the establishment 
scale. The CB (or even a K!) which 
he secretly longed for, could soon 
come his way. 

Then he caught sight of the 
Webster girl, who was again 
working in the farmyard itself, and 
his heart thumped a little faster. 
Doubtless on the orders of Instructor 
Harvey, the girl was no longer 
uniformed. All she was wearing 
were her calf length white 
socks, a pair of white shoes, and the 
white briefs he had seen taken down 
the previous day. She was busily 
wielding a pitchfork, taking hay from 
a barn and dumping it into a cart. 
Discreetly, Aubrey stood behind a 
tractor to watch, admiring away 
those young breasts bounced and 
bobbled as she worked. No doubt at 
all that she was really putting her 
back into her task. That thrashing 
she had received must have done her 
a power of good. 

Then Instructor Harvey appeared 
on the scene, coming around the end 
of a barn, shouting something at her. 
Webster stopped and turned 
momentarily, then went back to 
work. Harvey came striding up, 
looking angry. Though Aubrey could 
not hear properly, it seemed that, 
hard as she had been working, her 
Instructor reckoned she should have 
finished loading that cart already. 


way miserably out into the yard. And 


the rain. 

‘Do you often use that crop?’ 
asked Aubrey. 

‘Frequently,’ replied Harvey, 


who was looking at their visitor as if 
seeking words of approval. Aubrey 
made another mental note. The use 
of such an implement must definitely 
be brought up at the Meeting he was 
proposing. ‘It seems appropriate on 
a farm,’ added Harvey. 

‘Maybe,’ said Aubrey enigmat- 
cally. 


* * * * 


Half an hour later, Instructor 
Harvey was dealing with Webster 
again, but this time less severely. 
Not allowing for the rain, nor the 
thrashing he had just given her, he 
seemed by no means satisfied with 
the progress of her work. Aubrey, 
who had just returned from taking a 
distant look at the bent, toiling field- 


workers, watched from a discreet 
distance as Webster's yellow 
covering was raised...and half a 
dozen or more real walloping slaps 
were laid across her already tender 
bottom. 

‘If you can't do better than this,’ 
Harvey could be heard bellowing, 
you'll get another taste of the crop!’ 

Harvey was becoming distinctly 
impressed by the standards of 
discipline at this particular RTC. On 
the other hand, he was becoming 
increasingly concerned that they 
should not be observed by anything 
but official eyes. Problems lay 
ahead, he realised that. He must be 
prepared. 


* * * * 


Taking a welcome cup of tea 
whilst awaiting the arrival of his car, 
Aubrey was informed that a message 
had come through from his driver to 
say that the Daimler had some clutch 
trouble. Should she get another car 
sent down from London? Aubrey 
considered. It would be damn late by 
the time it got there, then there 
would be the wearisome night drive 
back. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘I'll stay over- 
night.’ Major Bushmill put on a very 
good show over being delighted to 
offer his visitor a bed for the night. 
And dinner. 

‘What time will you be leaving, 
sir?’ he asked. 

“Oh...no hurry. Saturday 
tomorrow, isn’t it?’ It had suddenly 
occured to Aubrey that he would 
have a further opportunity to look 
round this most interesting RTC. 

After another excellent meal, he 
retired. But he found it difficult to 
get to sleep. Partly indigestion. But 
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rather agitated. That would never 
have done. No, as Head of Depart- 
ment, he must keep a firm grip on 
himself. And that, in fact, a short 
while later, was precisely what 
Aubrey Blunt, CBE, was doing! 


From: Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary, YSS Div., Home Office. 
To: Miss J Carver, Assistant Chief 
Executive, YSS. Div. Home Office. 
Date: 28th March 1997. 

Yesterday, I returned from my first 
visit to an RTC. This was No.5, at 
Stroud in Cloucestershire. I have to 
state that I found discipline was 
extremely strict but is certainly 
administered in a haphazard 
fashion. I think this will have to be 
remedied. There were other matters 
not my satisfaction. Very bad 
security for example. 3 

Accordingly, I wish you to 
convene a Meeting of all Executive 
Officers for llam. tomorrow 


morning (29th March), when I will 
report my findings and these matters 
can be discussed by all. 


Aubrey with some pride. The girl 
seemed suitably impressed. ‘If I so 
wished, I could arrange for you to 
have an official caning from the 
Commandant himself — for your 
cheek.’ The girl looked even more 
impressed; if not to say downright 
scared. ‘Do you know he is 
empowered to give you 24 strokes at 
any one time?’ 

‘Oooh...no...000!” It was a cry of 
sheer terror. Of course, the 
Commandant was empowered to do 
no such thing, but what did that 
matter? There was no harm in 
scaring the living daylights out of 
girls like this. 

“And you can take those briefs 
away,’ snapped’ Aubrey. ‘Your 
Instructor has detailed you to work 
naked, so work naked you will.’ He 
watched with satisfaction as the 
briefs slid away. For five seconds... 
ten seconds...they stood there, 
facing each other, in a tense silence, 
the girl breathing heavily, young 
eyes fearful. Then Aubrey suddenly 
turned on his heel and strode 
towards the farmhouse. 

1 almost lost control, he thought, 


while. Now able to admire that 
bouncing reddened bottom as well as 
the joggling breasts. What a delight- 
ful spectacle in the morning 
sunshine! Definitely something to 
make a man forget about his break- 
fast. 

Finally, feeling the old adrenalin 
flowing, Aubrey emerged from 
behind the tractor which had hidden 
him for so long. He crunched over 
the yard towards the girl, now able 
to see the sheen of sweat on her 
flesh. With a gasp, she swung round 
to face him. The sight of that nubile 
19 year old body made him feel 
young again. Suddenly realising 
where his gaze was hotly directed, 
the girl hung her briefs over her 
mound, flushing furiously. 

‘G-go...away please...oh please.’. 
she begged. 

Aubrey put on his stern, official 
expression.‘Don’t you dare speak to 
me in that fashion, Conscript 
Webster!’ he rasped. ‘Are you not 
aware of who I alm?’ 

‘N-no...sir...” 

‘I’m the Head of the Department 
that runs places like this,’ said 
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